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ABOUT EMILIE GLEN 


Meeting Emilie 

It was my first Greenwich Village poetry reading. One rainy night in 
the muggy summer of 1969, I ascended the subway stairs from the 
Christopher Street station for the first time. Like most very, very young 
poets I carried a heavy ledger book full of most of my poems, a yellow legal 
pad, and my hand-bound first chapbook. Using the poetry listings in The 
Village Voice, and the requisite beginner’s street map to Manhattan, I 
walked several blocks east to the Waverly Theater. I was getting close: the 
right street, almost the right address. Ah, there it was, on a dark metal 
door: a hand-lettered sign pointing me in and up. In the dimly-lit loft 
above, I joined a circle of anxious poets, shuffling their papers and waiting 
their turn to read. They all seemed to know one another, and they were a 
motley crew, from hippies to aging Beats, from brawny blue-collar types 
to wispy graybeards. 

At the center of the circle, the poet Emilie Glen presided. She was a 
tall woman, perhaps in her early fifties (so little did I suspect!) with striking 
red hair, dressed in an odd assortment of clothes, a cross between Baby 
Jane Hudson and Lolita. Her voice was refined, every syllable crisp and 
clear, her poems lithe little narratives of New York life, spiced with 
delicious word play. She read her poetry with us, as one of us, not as one 
enthroned as judge, critic, gatekeeper. 

Emilie — one of the major doyens of the open poetry scene — was 
adept at making everyone feel welcome. Beginners, mumblers, hopeless 
versifiers, stray mental patients, and fine poets jostled elbow to elbow at 
her readings. Everyone had his or her moment in the sun, either in the 
open “one around” where everyone warmed up by reading just one poem, 
or, for those who dared, with a full five minutes of self-glorying perfor¬ 
mance. There was usually a “featured reader” who did two twenty-minute 
sets, and, naturally, being featured was to attain the pinnacle, your name 
listed in the newspapers, and your work, perhaps, noticed by some visiting 
publisher, agent or love-of-your-life. And even though the awful and the 
truly great presented themselves before her, one sensed that she knew the 
difference. We were all workers in the vineyard, but there was no confusing 
Ripple with Moet et Chandon. In the New York poetry scene, one quickly 
learns that bad art is accorded polite silence, while great art is embraced 
with an ardor that would shock New Englanders. 

This was the 1960s-1970s Manhattan poetry scene. Although venues 
like St. Mark’s in the East Village had more celebrity status with their 
indelible associations with the art scene and underground culture, the West 
Village had numerous poetry outlets, where a wide mix of styles and 
degrees of talent blossomed. Ree Dragonette, Emilie’s arch-rival, ran a 
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poetry-theatre salon from her loft in Westbeth. Other venues included St. 
John’s in the Village; Poetry on the Piers at Gansevoort Pier on the 
Hudson; Boruk Glasgow’s at his East 14 th Street loft, downstairs from a 
boxing gym (imagine those two groups eyeing one another suspiciously 
on the stairs!); Risa Korsun’s events at a church at St. Mark’s Place and at 
the Baha’i Center; and the New York Poets’ Cooperative at various cafes 
and apartments. Uptown, Marguerite Harris hosted a series at a tavern, 
Dr. Generosity’s, although she frowned upon featuring poets who “read 
too frequently below 14th Street.” Poets and poetry lovers in those days 
had their choice, on any given night, of a good half-dozen poetry events. 
Many of these organizations and venues came and went; Emilie Glen’s 
readings and salons, running for more than two decades, outlasted most 
of them. 

The vast majority of these events were listed as “featured and open,” 
which meant that after hearing the featured poet, members of the audience 
were welcome to share their work. They did, and the most active poets on 
the scene had the chance to premiere new work, and get practice in front 
of live audiences, several nights a week. 

Emilie welcomed me enthusiastically and we soon became friends. 
For the next two decades, I would see Emilie weekly, sometimes daily. She 
hosted poets twice a week — Sunday nights at her 77 Columbia Street 
high-rise apartment, and another night at various West Village lofts or 
theaters. In addition, we would meet at various old-fashioned restaurants: 
Schrafft’s, Macy’s Fountain, Rumpelmayers. If I cooked dinner at home, 
my famous honey-crumb meatloaf was mandatory, after I assured Emilie 
it contained “no alarming spices.” Fortunately she didn’t inquire about 
herbs. 

Although she rode to her dinner engagements on a bicycle, dressed in 
short skirts and pink leotards, red hair flying, Emilie was not the rag-tag 
Village Bohemian she appeared to be. She had been a child of privilege. 
Taken on the Grand Tour of Europe as a young girl, she had seen Paris, 
the Harz Mountains, Rome. Later, her family summered at Chautauqua. 
She trained as a child prodigy under concert pianist Ernest Hutchison, 
and continued on to Juilliard School in Manhattan under his tutelage. 

Unlike the rest of us, Emilie did not have to go to work on Monday. 
Or Tuesday. She was provided for, modestly but securely. She was able to 
do what we all dreamt of: to devote her life to poetry. 

Emilie was married, but her husband, Charlie Dash, was absent and 
seldom mentioned. It was clear from Emilie’s carefree ways, and her 
stunning indifference to financial matters, that her late father, and her 
indulgent husband, had left her financially independent, at least enough 
so to continue living in Manhattan to pursue her art full-time. 
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Emilie’s apartment at 77 Columbia Street was in a respectable high-rise 
co-op, overlooking the East River. The Lower East Side neighborhood, 
bordering Delancey Street and the Manhattan Bridge, was quite sinister 
at night. Yet poets came each Sunday evening, year-round, by cab, car, or 
subway, in everything from jeans to fur coats. One of the most bedraggled 
poets, Richard Bush Brown, was repeatedly mugged on his way home from 
Emilie’s high-rise. All of us had what we imagined to be “close calls” on 
those nights, but we kept coming back. 

The cast of characters at Emilie’s readings was fascinating. There I 
met the phenomenal Barbara A. Holland, and most of the other New York 
poets I would later publish, including Donald Lev, Shirley Powell, Boria 
Sax, Joel Zeltzer, Claudia Dobkins-Dikinis, Boruk Glasgow, and John 
Burnett Payne. 

The sad-sack poet-playwright Richard Davidson was omnipresent, 
always mooching a sandwich (“Could you spare a slice of bread? Oh, thank 
you. Some mustard on that would be nice. Would you happen to have a 
slice of cheese I could put on that? Ah. I see you have some leftover ham 
there. Could I put a little of that on my bread?...”) Davidson and Glen 
shared a passion for the theater and she frequently accompanied him to 
plays. He got free tickets to many off-off Broadway productions in his 
capacity as drama reviewer for the Daily World (a Socialist newspaper which 
ironically never paid him a penny for his journalism). I would later direct 
and publish Davidson’s verse play, Song of Walt Whitman. 

Charlie Gould, a paper merchant’s messenger with an unnerving 
resemblance to Joseph Stalin, doted on Emilie. He gifted her with a 
handsome pastel he had done, copying one of Dore’s engravings from 
Dante’s II Paradiso. Gould broke with Emilie in fury after she depicted 
him in a poem, “To Let,” revealing that he had taken in a teen runaway 
girl. He would later go off to live with the Hare Krishnas in West Virginia 
and came to believe that he had discovered the Ur-Language. 

Gustav Davidson, an expert on the mythos of angels, and various 
officers of the Poetry Society of America, were often there, too, for Emilie 
was a longtime member of that august group. The PSA, with its headquar¬ 
ters at Gramercy Park, was the domain of effete versifiers and poetic 
dowagers. Emilie dragged me, squirming, to a couple of its meetings; as I 
was still in my rebellious Whitman-Ginsberg period, it was excruciating. 
She was obliged to admit it was rather unseemly that the officers kept 
awarding themselves the group’s monthly poetry prize. She resigned from 
the Poetry Society later when they opened their membership to anyone 
willing to pay dues. In her day, members had to be recommended, and pass 
muster with writing samples. Considering the sclerotic sonnetizing I heard 
at the PSA, Emilie must have been regarded there as a wild, modernist. 
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Perhaps attending Emilie’s readings was the closest some of these elder 
poets ever came to a den of Beatniks. 

Poets, translators, scholars, students, and just plain lovers of poetry 
flocked to Emilie’s salon, dominated by her fine baby grand piano. Some 
nights she would play her staples, her favorite being the Funeral March 
from Beethoven’s A-Flat Piano Sonata. When I purchased my first 
harpsichord and gravitated away from the piano, Emilie was aghast. Bach 
and Scarlatti and Handel were fine and good, but how could you play Liszt 
on an instrument with no pedals? Fortunately for our musical accord, I 
remained just as devoted to the Romantics as to the Baroque. But when 
Emilie came to my loft, she looked at my two-manual harpsichord rather 
as one would a basket full of cobras. 

When Emilie’s folk-singing daughter Glenda married and gave birth 
to a child, the sudden death of the son-in-law (both alcoholic and epileptic), 
induced Emilie to make a drastic change in her living conditions: in 1979, 
she gave up the Columbia Street co-op, and sold her piano, to move into 
the brownstone tenement building at 77 Barrow Street to help her daughter 
care for her infant son, John. One poem in the present volume (Volume 3) 
refers to a prior move from Emilie’s original brownstone apartment on 
West 15* Street, where she had her grand piano. 

Emilie took the apartment adjacent to Glenda’s. It was dark, narrow, 
only two rooms. The toilet was in the hall. Emilie slept on a narrow bed 
next to the kitchen, and turned the living room into the best semblance 
she could of her old parlor. The Sunday night readings resumed. The 
terrifying night walk down Delancey Street was replaced by the welcoming 
streets of Cherry Lane and Barrow Street. Walking up five flights of stairs 
was a small price to pay for the poetic thrills that awaited one. The Village 
location also meant that poets could repair to a local coffeehouse after the 
reading was over, for more poetry talk and gossip. Such nights often went 
on until the cafes closed (the Bohemia we have now lost forever in the 
Yuppie-infested decades since). 

In giving up her piano, Emilie had made the final break with her first 
Muse. She had trained as a concert pianist, and so long as there was a piano 
in the house, she was never really severed from that early promise. Now 
she would only play, with faltering memory, when she came upon a piano 
in a cafe or in someone’s home. The piano would now become a ghost, its 
notes sounding but never dying in her later poems. I never heard Emilie 
complain about the appalling condition of her apartment, with its bathtub 
in the kitchen and decrepit stove and refrigerator: only the loss of the piano 
seemed to diminish her spirit. 
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Her Life: A Choice Among Muses 

Emilie Carolyn Glen was older — by decades — than she wanted us 
to believe. When interviewed, she would terminate the conversation when 
the delicate question of age came up. In the 1977 International Who’s Who 
in Poetry, Emilie listed her birth date as 1927. In a later directory, she 
revised that to read 1937 1 . Actually, Emilie was born around 1906, making 
her 63 years old when I first met her in 1969. Her birthday was March 13. 

Early in her career, she worked for Macmillan Publishing Company 
and did a stint with Fairchild Publications — from what I can gather, as 
a reporter for Women’s Wear Daily. In a poet biographical note in 1947, she 
indicates that she “covered fashion shows, visited wholesale houses, and 
saw child models at work. 2 ” In this note, she says that her daughter Glenda 
was then seven years old. 

Her university experience included a full course at Syracuse Univer¬ 
sity. The sorority Alpha Phi Alpha lists her in the graduating class of 1928. 
Emilie continued to Columbia University and went on with her music 
studies with Ernest Hutchison at the Juilliard School. 

At some point, literature took precedence over music. Emilie was not 
clear in her own mind why her career as a pianist ended, but the 
competitiveness and misogyny of the classical music field may have 
contributed. There were then only a handful of women among the premiere 
artists of the keyboard, and virtually no women in orchestras. In the 
literary world women, while embattled, could at least expect a modicum 
of success. 

I suspect Emilie also realized that the choice between being a creative 
artist and a performing artist was one that had to be made. Many people 
could play Beethoven and Liszt; only Emilie could write Emilie’s poems. 

During the 1940s, Emilie worked on the staff of The New Yorker. Only 
a single, brief notice, in 1942 3 , credits her as a writer there, however. She 
may have worked for the publisher as a behind-the-scenes fact-checker. 
Emilie related to me how The New Yorker checked every reference in every 
piece they published, even in poems. She recalled that a number of women 
hired by the magazine in the 1940s were let go at war’s end when “the men 
came home.” 


1 Emilie was listed in Who’s Who in U.S. Writers, Editors and Poets, 2 nd edition 
1988, and in successive editions through 1995-96. Her birth date there was listed 
as 1937! She was also listed in Who’s Who of American Women, 2 dd edition, 1961- 
62 and 1964-65.1 would be grateful to receive photocopies or transcripts of these 
listings. 

2 Epoch, Cornell University, 1947. 

3 Russell Maloney, “Comment”, The New Yorker, October 24,1942, p. 11 
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Editing a Manhattan-based Congregational Church magazine appears 
to be Emilie’s last paying job. Several sample copies were among Emilie’s 
surviving papers. 

During the 1940s, Emilie wrote as much prose as poetry, and had her 
stories published in The Prairie Schooner and H.L. Mencken’s American 
Mercury. One story chosen by Mencken went on to be included in Best 
American Short Stories. The fiction that I have been able to locate is included 
in the second volume of this series. 

The Coffeehouse Years 

In the 1960s, the poet found herself a fixture in several Greenwich 
Village coffeehouses, where she read her poems and played piano. In 
response to requests from patrons at the coffeehouses, starting in 1966, 
Emilie had little mimeographed chapbooks of her current poems run off 
and hand-stapled ( Coffeehouse Poems, Mad Hatter, Paint and Turpentine, and 
others). All but one of the poet’s published chapbooks, including those 
done later by The Poet’s Press, are in Volume 1 of this series. 

Emilie performed in children’s theater, most notably playing the Witch 
in productions of Hansel and Gretel. Stage-struck, she could not resist 
joining a small theater company on West 14 th Street called Dramatis 
Personae, when they also offered her a Sunday afternoon poetry venue in 
their theater. Steven Baker, the director, had landed on the gimmick of 
staging plays with massive nudity, the audience members invited to shed 
their own clothes, dressed in just-legal “flimsies” as they watched over¬ 
endowed actors and actresses simulate Roman orgies, the sins of Sodom, 
Witches’ Sabbaths and other sexual tableaux vivants. Emilie was the only 
clothed member of the cast, portraying priestesses, witches, or nuns. 

The stint with Dramatis Personae ended when Baker decided that 
plays for gay audiences were more lucrative. He fired all the actresses and 
successive productions were revues titled simply Boys, Boys, Boys. The 
theater later acquired a reputation for after-hours drinking and drugs. 

Once Emilie was established at the Barrow Street address, she was able 
to attract a large and diverse group of poets and listeners to her weekly or 
twice-weekly salons (Sundays and Tuesdays). If she found a loft, atelier 
or theater space willing to host her, the Sunday events shifted to the other 
venue. 

Listed in The Village Voice and partially funded by grant money, Emilie 
attracted a big crowd and was able to pay her featured poets. The mix was 
eclectic, and one could hear a stodgy college professor followed by a 
longshoreman. She fed everyone with juices and snacks, which the modest 
pass-the-hat donations scarcely covered. 

Emilie was an avid birder (or bird-watcher, to use the term she knew) 
and for many years haunted Central Park with binoculars, a member of 
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that elite society of The Rambles. A number of poems in this volume spring 
from her observations of birds, and those who observe and document them. 

Her love for cats seemed to her non-contradictory, so long as the cats 
stayed indoors, the birds safely out. There were always cats in Emilie’s 
apartment, an amalgam of hers and those left behind by her daughter. 
Hundreds of poems from her pen on animal topics found their way into 
print. Poems about birds and cats are, admittedly, rather easy to place, but 
Glen’s best animal poems rise above the crowd of bourgeois robins and 
mewling kittens. 

Although Emilie had not traveled abroad since childhood, she, like 
Thoreau, traveled much where she lived. Emilie’s bicycle was spotted in 
all boroughs, and she would even venture by subway and bicycle to Far 
Rockaway. She was a year-round swimmer, and swam with the Polar Bears 
Club. Her stamina was incredible, as was her resistance to doctors and 
medicine. Once, crossing a Village Street, Emilie and I were both thrown 
to the ground by a sudden and terrific wind. She picked herself up and 
resumed the walk as though nothing had happened. For days she sported 
an alarming lump on her forehead, but nothing would persuade her to visit 
a doctor or emergency room. I would have suspected her of a Christian 
Science upbringing, but I never heard a conventionally religious word 
from her. We both shared a gagging disdain for poets who came to her 
readings with little hymns and mini-sermons. 

Some stories in Volume 2 suggest a Caribbean sojourn in the early 
1960s, an uncharacteristic vacation, but then, the sea was always Emilie’s 
first love. She captures local atmosphere in “Ciudad” and gives us several 
portraits of strong Caribbean women, making us wish that she had traveled 
more. 


★ ★ ★ ★ ★ 

My move to Providence ended my almost weekly meetings with 
Emilie. I brought her to Providence once to do a reading at the series I ran 
at my house on Transit Street. She came with her grandson and one of his 
schoolmates. We had a splendid visit and Emilie charmed everyone with 
her reading; but it was evident that dementia was taking its toll. Friends 
in New York began taking an active interest in her welfare, most notably 
poet Vivanna Grell. Others who became aware that Emilie’s finances had 
run out sent “care packages” of food. The poetry readings became chaotic 
as Emilie lost control of her scheduling, and sometimes two or even three 
poets would show up, each thinking him- or herself the featured reader. 

Thanks to the inept management of her finances by her bankers, what 
had been a secure income from interest was turned into a charge account 
which Emilie and her grandson quickly exhausted: every time she ran up 
the credit card to the limit, her financial “advisor” sold off more stock. 
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Finally, Emilie was left nearly destitute, and as dementia set in, she could 
no longer find her way even a few blocks from her house without becoming 
hopelessly lost. Diagnosed with advanced Alzheimer’s, she was committed 
to a nursing home. There, she gradually lost all interest in poetry, and in 
a final act of will, stopped taking food. She died on December 30, 1995. 

The Emilie Glen I prefer to remember — Emilie as she was from the 
1940s through the 1980s — was the poet’s poet. Every writer who knew 
her stood in awe of her ability to work day after day, year after year, 
seemingly without a “block.” Rejections that would throw other writers 
into a depression just rolled off her. She typed and mailed out a dozen or 
more poems every day. Each day’s mail contained rejection slips, accep¬ 
tances, tear sheets, printed magazines with her poems in them, and, once 
in a great while, a tiny check. On and on and on, for four decades she had 
done this, untiring, unremitting. 

Working this hard, Emilie saw literally thousands of her poems 
published. Until the sorrows of her family life overcame her, she had the 
privilege of being a full-time poet. She kept herself free of romantic 
entanglements, her mind free from cant and religion, and never touched 
alcohol or drugs. She knew exactly what the Muse required, and Nature 
had endowed her with prodigious health. 

As a New York personality and friend of poets, Emilie Glen was one 
of the happiest lights of Greenwich Village in what we now know to be its 
literary Indian Summer. 

I miss Emilie, my first friend in New York, and the first poet to 
welcome me to the larger community of poets. 

—Brett Rutherford 
Pittsburgh, December 2015 

(A longer version of this essay appears in Volume 1, with more biographical 
information about the poet, and more details about her published books and 
chapbooks) 
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FOREWORD TO VOLUME 3 


The present volume was constructed from a shopping bag full of “tear 
sheets.” These are the printed pages from magazines and newspapers 
containing poems by Emilie Glen. The 1950s are only sparsely represented 
here, and it is likely that tear sheets and manuscripts from the 50s were 
lost, either in the move to the Columbia Street co-op or the move from her 
brownstone on West 15 th Street, or in the calamitous later move to the 
tenement on Barrow Street. Thus these poems can represent only a small 
fraction of her published work. 

I have excluded poems that were published later in chapbooks, since 
all of that work is included in Volume 1 of this series. Where the name of 
the magazine appears on the tear-sheet, or was written in by the poet, I 
have indicated the publication in square brackets. Many, alas, have no 
attribution, and none of these poems exist in manuscript form. 

Emilie submitted her poems to newspapers and magazines all over the 
world. I recall seeing publications from India and other far-flung countries 
featuring her work. Back when some newspapers still solicited and even 
paid for “filler” poetry, she sent short poems — just as free in form if not 
in theme as her poems submitted to magazines — and had many accepted. 
Her avid bird-watching and her love for cats also led to publication in 
magazines devoted to those topics. Emilie said, “Being published is what 
matters,” and she was happy to have readers in faraway lands and in these 
publishing niche markets. 

Many editors published Emilie repeatedly, and her work was so 
widespread in the 1960s and 1970s that she seemed almost a cottage- 
industry of the narrative or short topical poem. The few specimens of early 
poems I found among scrap books show an early penchant for denser 
word-play, which thinned out as her style matured. The child-like, 
questioning persona is consistent, as is the desire to inhabit and justify a 
wide variety of characters. She has the fiction-writer’s knack of picking 
one incident that gets to the heart of someone she is sketching, as when 
she writes about an aged Village poet named Cicero. We know little of him 
except that he carried around a dog-eared edition of Dante, but the heart 
of him is this: 

Cicero who stood as a boy 

In front of Our Lady of Pompeii 
Asking the women to help overthrow Mussolini 
By throwing their jewels into the collection plate 
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I have not attempted to organize the poems in this book by theme. 
Instead they are here in the order I found them in Emilie’s papers. Reading 
this book is akin to leafing through all the old magazines in which her 
poems appear — look, here is another by Emilie Glen, and another, and 
another. 

This is how readers experienced Emilie Glen, a source of delight and 
surprise, and how editors experienced her. I hasten to add that everything 
Emilie submitted, with few exceptions was “over the transom.” Editors 
did not choose her because she was someone it was profitable to know. 
They did not publish her because doing so enhanced their academic C.V. 
They published her because they liked her work, plain and simple. 

I have kept Emilie’s line breaks and caesura exactly as published, 
except where I guessed that a line break was imposed by a typesetting 
margin and went counter to the poet’s intention. On the other hand, I have 
edited her punctuation extensively, always with the intention to make the 
poem read coherently. Emilie used punctuation indifferently, and many 
poems have all lines ending in commas, leading to run-on sentences. 
Honoring how the poems would be read aloud with proper punctuation is 
something I did when working with Emilie on her many chapbooks, so I 
did not hesitate here to regularize and clarify her punctuation where 
needed. It is what we always did prior to publication. Where a poem has 
a stream-of-consciousness flow and contains no punctuation at all, how¬ 
ever, I have not imposed on that kind of structure. Always I see punctuation 
as a means to effect a coherent oral reading of a poem. Her poems tend to 
employ mid-line spacing - a caesura full pause — and more often than not 
these suffice. Line endings tend to present the real dilemmas. 

Spelling errors have been quietly corrected, and I have made my best 
guess where a magazine editor let pass (or introduced) a word or phrase 
that does not make sense. For poems published without title, I added one 
in brackets. Capitalization has been left as found in the printed tear sheets. 
Here and there I have added italics or separating em dashes to clarify 
speaking voices. 

Because the poems are here in the order discovered, the book’s 
randomness invites random reading. The Emilie we know from the first 
volume is still here in spades: poet, actress, pianist, bird-watcher, cat-lover, 
nature rhapsodist, the woman of Manhattan with a piercing eye for 
character and image. She is the city, the street, the windows, the bridges 
and tunnels, the parks and fountains, the desperate dreamers on the 
doorsteps. I can still see her reaching into one of those bags full of crumpled 
tear sheets, pulling out a few at random and saying, “Here’s one I haven’t 
read aloud before.” And the words would sing off the page. 
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I am also delighted to be able to add the poems from a lost early 
chapbook, published in 1963 by Chat Noir Press, Laughing Lute, which 
was not available when Volume 1 was published. I am grateful to Barbara 
Froman, who scanned and shared her rare copy. 

My library search also turned up a clump of poems published in a 
scholarly journal, ETC: A Review of General Semantics. The group of poems 
show such a keen awareness of the ideas in General Semantics that I felt 
obliged to group them as a section titled “Poems Among Words.” Finding 
these poems also indicates to me that, like Egyptian papyri, more Emilie 
Glen poems will turn up. 


— Brett Rutherford 
Pittsburgh, PA, January 2016 
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POEMS 

FROM 

MAGAZINES 










THIS DOOR DOES NOT OPEN 


There’s a door this door 
Hole through to darkness 
Where the knob was 
This door in the basement 
Of the Fine Arts tower. 

Stone buildings the red of sunsets 
Ground to pigment 
Moat-like river below. 

There’s a door in the basement 
Of sculpture studios. 

On this door the sign read 

THIS DOOR DOES NOT OPEN. 
We’re no Pandoras to force the door 
Not even curious. 

Years of students passing the dingy door 
With the dark hole where the knob was 
No time for a door that does not open 
But now I no longer climb 
To the Fine Arts tower. 

Now I am descending to the seacoast city 
Going from gallery to gallery 
With my portfolio of paintings, 

I see that grimed sign 

Down corridors of doors: 

THIS DOOR DOES NOT OPEN 
THIS DOOR DOES NOT OPEN 
DOES NOT OPEN 
And turn away 

For I know what I would find: 

Frayed mops battered buckets 
stubbed brooms 
Old sunsets ground to pigment 


[Encore] 
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TREE CLIMB 


A tree is unlived till it’s climbed, 

The bark unfelt — cherry sheen, 

Smooth rough apple, strength-laced willow, 

The cherry quick light, high, 

The apple sure footing, 

Ancient willow a Jove of strength, 

Chest expanded against all comers. 

A tree climbed is in blood and sinew, 

It gives of its strength, 

Gnarls of old willow grudge a foothold. 

The lift, the falling back, 

Bark pressured hard to flesh, 

Heft to the first deep hollow, 

Burls like petrified roses, 

Tree sure rooted below, 

Body uprooted. 

A tree known only when climbed, 

Up to a new willow height, 

Bird song silvering the bark, 

Cool brush of long tipped leaves, 

Sky in leaf pattern, 

On a branch above, a squirrel asleep, 

Ancient willow wood, 

Broad backed safe yet not too safe, 

No air foam cushion, this, 

Oh the breezes up here, the lullaby leaves, 

Reeling height — solidity of tree, 

Wide, wide world yet father’s arms. 

[Southwest Review, Summer 1956] 


< 26 > 



[THE SUBURBS] 


Monoxide through gingerbread and bayberry, 
Cars in eighteenth century driveways 
Beside Colonial gardens, 

Aerials rise from eighteenth century roofs 
Among the authentic trees. 


PLAYING HOOKEY 

Days come by the bushel 
A potato bin of days 
But day 

One day a cocker spaniel nosing at you, 
Day of the hookey player 
Bright as a new jackknife. 

Trees to climb like Jack-in-the-beanstalk, 
Bike-paths to the wind, 

Your tracks — just yours. 

Day a snake charmed up from a basket, 
You know where everybody else is, 

But they don’t know where you are. 

You sit on a rock above the lake 
Whittling a stick shiny new, 

A Sherwood Forest to hide in, 

Sun’s out just for you, 

Sky a great big bowl of whatever you want. 
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THINKER ON THE DUMP 


Plaid shirted overcalled 
He sits on a cinder dump 
Above the railroad tracks 
Sits thinker 

Among sprung bedsprings 
Burnt mattresses 
Dead trees 

Remains of baby carriages 
Not a blooming thing about 
Thinker of the cinders 

On a rust slide of beer cans 
One can bronze new 
Untouched beside him 
His beer hand needed 

To prop the thinking head 
Thinking what 


NEED A PEACOCK 

What we need is a peacock, 

Our play needs a peacock. 

Anybody seen a peacock 
Spreadtailing the pushcarts 
Of Orchard Street? 

Tail with a thousand eyes, 

A thousand blue-green eyes, 

Stickpin feathers perking 
His gumball head — 

If you see a peacock 

Iridescing the orchard of pushcarts, 

Shivering his tail-feathers 
Like the slats of a great fan, 

Clap him toward our stage. 

Our stage needs a peacock. 

[Christian Science Monitor] 
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BASKET ON A STRING 


Supermarkets are the nobodies 
Of a great city, 

Jostled by fancy grocers, 

Wheeled over by pushcarts — 

Carts strung with necklaces of shelled filberts, 

Yellow with bananas, 

Plump with mangoes papayas, 

Fragrant with peaches. 

Arms press sills in pillowed wait 

For the cries of ve-ge-tables ve-ge-tables, tables, 
Straw-berr-eeze straw-berr-eeze. 

A woman in a day-blue shawl 

Leans out as to the lime groves of Sorrento, 

Floating down her Italian voice 

In streamers about the head of the street vendor, 

Lowers her hand-woven basket by a string. 

The two sun the air with bargaining voices, 

He piles anise pear-tomatoes pascal peaches — 

With operatic arms she draws up her basket. 

[Christian Science Monitor, May 22, 1964] 


< 29 > 



GREAT MAN TALK 


Great man in the string shop, 

Composer legend 
Sitting on a nail keg 

Among woods sweet-smelling 
As a mountain trail, 

Watches the master restorer 
Return an eighteenth-century lute 
To life. 

Great Man, 

Finder of music in noise, 

Dripping tap slammed door screeking chalk, 

You sit beneath Giuseppe’s work bench, 

I sit beside you on my own keg of nails. 

You who must hide from a world wanting you 
That you will have time to hear 
What we will be hearing, 

Here you are keg to keg with moments for us, 

Your blue eyes sky-lightning under exploding brows, 
Telling of the riots at your first Paris concert 
When the National Guard was called out. 

How you orchestrated the sounds of outer space 
Before electronics. 

You talk of your friend Ravel, 

Your experiences with Les Six, 

Use of silences as sculptors use space. 

We take silence on our kegs 
At the feet of the savior of strings instruments, 

Sun in his silence, 

The work of his hands. 
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Great man, 

Toning to galaxies, 

Through the percussion of your words 
I hear Giuseppe’s words on woods, 

Tales of ouds and Appalachian dulcimers, 

Of the gospel rider and his dusty mountain banjo, 

Wisdoms of the weather. 

I leave with his words, 

Take away his silences, 

The sound of his saw table, his sandpapering, 

To a wholeness. 

[Christian Science Monitor] 


BIRD 

Vermi lion 
My sleep boat 
My aura is vermilion 

I correspond with a bird watcher 
Living in Vermillion 
The Vermilion Bird of old China 
Flies about my head 
Wings me into Vermilion woods 
Hung with tourmaline 


[Prairie Schooner, Fall 1976] 
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GLASS GLOBE TURNING 


Glass globe turning 
People turning 
Glassed in people, 

Office workers in glass suspension, 

Nine to five and then the cleaning woman, 

Apartment glass is bubble flecked with people, 

Travelers are glass ribboned round, 

Stores workers gooped in glass, 

Cars are glass needles threading, 

Box offices globe flower beads. 

Glass globe turning, 

Flying, flashing, 

Streamers of glass up and up, 

Cascades of glass down and down, 

Glass columns to the skies, 

Domes of glass to the stars, 

Babies are born, people die in glass, 

Towers glass lovers, 

Diners in restaurants look out to the lookers in. 

Glass shatters round the globe, 

Joyous shattering, 

Broken glass the music of the spheres, 

The diamonds of vacant lots, 

Arrows of asphalt, 

Glass shivers to jets breaking sound barriers, 

Children break school windows, 

Crowds storm against plate glass, 

Bottles crash dark court-yards, 

Glasses are hurled in toasts, 

Everywhere the glassed-in people 
Break what glass they can, 

More glass comes, 

Rivers and rivers of glass 

[Chat Noir Review, Vol 1 No 3, Feb 1962] 
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DRAGON’S HEAD 


Dragon’s head going up, 

Being hoisted to the scare house, 
Hell’s green 

With tongue of red-forked iron, 
Terror in the rope-and-pulley making 
To the oozing smell of wet paint, 
“Up a little Up a little, 

To the side a little, 

Higher Higher!” 

Green dragon 

With red rolling eyes 
About to snort fire for a quarter, 
Bargain rates to inferno, 

Seven rings of hell for a quarter, 
Cheap at a quarter, 

Hell show all in the dragon’s head, 
Inside must-empty, 

No quarter’s worth of scare 
Except fear of the dark 
Past price. 


[Chat Noir Review, Vol 1 No 3, Feb 1962] 
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VENDING ANGEL 


Down in the subway dark 
The speed catacombs 
SHE HAS FAITH 

The gods shriek roar 
Sooted steel dust 
Eddies incense 
Litter offerings 
Fire the tracks 

Gum embosses pillared aisles 
Down here SHE HAS FAITH 
Faith in the vending machine 
Crocus bright mirror dark 
Vending machine 

Reflecting hair de-kinked high coiffed 
About a flamingo bow 
Skin smooth as the Hershey bar 
Her dime silvers after 
The machine will help her 
If she helps herself 

Just a dime 

One Roosevelt dime 
She chinks it in 

Nothing comes out 
Searches up into the belly 
Pulls the lever harder 
Jerks all the levers 
Fishes for her dime 
With bent bobby pin 
Shakes the machine 
Breaks the mirror kicks bangs 
Wrestles her angel 
Goes off in a stoop 


[Chat Noir Review, Vol 1 No 3, Feb 1962] 
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REDDEST RIPEST 


To market to market 

My honeymoon husband bells me 
Look for tomatoes 
The reddest ripest 
In morning flavor 
Yes darling 

The reddest ripest 
Tomatoes in the shine of the vine 

What pulls down your face 
New husband dear 
I went from market to market 
And found these reddest ripest 

City wife 

What do your horny taste buds know 
Of tomatoes picked from your own vine 

These are no more edible than bubble gum 
You buy our tomatoes husband dear 
Wake up early as a sunflower 

And open my eyes to a red ripe morning 

Little wife 

I’ve chased vegetable trucks 
Tried pushcarts 

Markets uptown downtown crosstown 
Bon voyage places 
Tomatoes red with sun 
Plump with rain 
Flavored with our earth 

I can’t find them in the city 

Husband dear 

I feel the red juice on my tongue 
Your sun and your rain 
Bring me tomatoes from your vine 
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Reddest ripest 

Fill our kitchen with them like lanterns 
My salad dressing will be a garden of herbs 
Safari of spices firing the bursting red 

Husband dear husband 

Back from your home earth 
Where did you find these tomato things 
In some outhouse 

Trashcan them before they breed more pests 
In their dirty cracks 
They will rot before they ripen 
If these are your top tomatoes 
I’ll be marketing tomorrow 
Before you’re awake my love 
And I’ll bring you the reddest ripest 
Tomatoes in the shine of the vine. 


[Quartet No 32, Fall 1970] 


CHIP OAK 

A chipmunk an oak leaf 
chipmunk and an oak leaf 
from another season 
whisking hopping high rolling 
Chipmunk skittering like an oak leaf 
Oak leaf hopping like a chipmunk 
tumbling playing 
Oakmunk chipleaf. 

[Mementos, The Plowman Anthology, Canada, 1990] 
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HOT DOG AND 


Hot dog and plastic posy 
Little girl’s Mother 

Equips her for the blooming summer 
The child won’t be tempted 

To riot round the water hydrant 
Stoning firemen turning off her cool 
No need of cows on a hillside 
Uphill legs shorter than the down 
No need to roll down a hill of grass 
Picking the wild flowers below 
To look over garden fences 
Attend a concert of crickets 
Stoop to a woolly caterpillar 
Chase a butterfly 
She smiles summer in her hands. 


[Scrivener, Nov-Dec 1966] 


SNOW GRAVE 

Who wrote The snow is falling 
On a little grave in Auburn 
Who read it to me as a child 
Until all snows to come 
Have a grave 
A little white grave 


[Mikrokosmos] 
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MILLS TIME 


Old men Mills Hotels time 
Sleeping through inflation 

For a dollar and a quarter a night 
A dollar fifty deluxe 

Living on welfare and pensions and scrounge 
Men in moldy rooms down long corridors 
Round a voice-ghosting light well, 

Balconies round and round like a wedding cake 
Beat old big-rooted tree the Mills 
Hundred year bricked among quick curtain walls, 
Men at Mills 

Can’t afford watches to ignore on the wrist, 

Chain gold linking across a vest, 

Nor electric pulsing clocks in their rooms, 
Nor Big Ben alarms, 

Their calls down the corridor, 

Round and round stories balconies 
Are sometimes heard 

By one job-hunting young man or another, 
What time is it? 

Hey, have you the time ? 

Tell a guy the time, 

You got the time? 

What time is it? 


[Angels, Autumn 1966] 


4 Mills Hotel. The Mills Hotel was built in 1890, at 160 Bleecker Street in 
Greenwich Village. It was a men-only hotel with 1,500 minuscule rooms. It 
closed during the day so its occupants could go out and look for employment. 
Hotels like this, and rooming houses, were once part of the social fabric of New 
York City. The Mills Hotel survived into the early 1970s before being 
demolished and replaced with luxury co-ops. The famed jazz club, The Village 
Gate, was also in the building. 
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WITHOUT A MIRROR 


Our new place 
is silent 

without a mirror 
silent as soaring 
land without lakes 
resolved chord 
tunnel without a day star 
mirrors unpacked 
We have no face 

unhardened by silver painted glass 
No mirror to say Yes to us 
to say No 

We live in a cave before mirrors 
face in the pupils of cave eyes 
where we are so small 
we stop looking, 
live through to the feel of space 


[CPQ] 
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I TIE 


Seas out 

Black as coal sacks in the sky 
I bend down to tie my shoe-lace, 

Ship’s on geodetic survey 
Five hundred miles from my shoe-tying shore. 
Back there a lion could be in the bushes, 
Panther on the roof, 

Giraffe in the closet. 

Out here the ocean could be a great black whale 
Fashioned of night, 

Spouting deck lights: 

Five hundred miles of nothing night 
Except for a shoe-lace to tie. 

A white whale could be under this splinter ship, 
Its hard-white head 

Ready to bump me to kingdom come. 

A diamond crystal in blackest coal 
Lights me to my shoe-lace. 

My foot spreads night wings, 

Seven to my five eleven, 

Great birds to an albatross 

Flying me white over birth waters 


[Prairie Schooner, Winter 1966] 
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HAUNTED 


Haunted house on the edge of town 
every village has one 
youngsters peek through knotholes 
in boarded windows 
teeter along tilting planks 
cat-feel up broken stairs 
roll out and down the deep grass hill 
at seeming moans and wailings 
Haunted house at the edge of experience 
more terrible than the haunted house 
at the edge of town 
the living walk with the dead 
fingerprints of the gone 
on doors banisters window sills 
every house is haunted 
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LAKE FROZEN 


The lake of waters is past knowing. 

The lake is frozen, you walk across, 

It is small, it is nothing — you’re big, 

No longer a star point of earth, 

No attainment of the far shore. 

The lake frozen is a read diary, 

A palace open to litterers, 

Delphi to the tourist, 

No oracle, no mystery, no wind dance, 

No waters of living light, 

Responsive to no swimmer’s body, 

Letting no oars feather, 

Gulls pearl light past on their way to 
Always sea — the island 
Has no coves, is no island, 

The semantics of ice brings full 
meaning of Lake. 

[Snowy Egret] 
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WHEEL TURN 


Skates sound the pavement twice. 

Roller skating with your child — 

You jar across the small cracks, 

Skate wide of the big ones. 

Coast through shade leaf, sun leaf. 

From peanut cookie sidewalk 
To silken slate. 

Pavement bulged by tree roots. 

Forbidden asphalt. 

Velvet roading. 

Air foam wheeling. 

Hair winging to the wind. 

Skating with your child. 

Skating on is skating back is skating on. 

[The Altoona Mirror, Altoona PA] 


LATE AFTERNOON 

Hands in her lap. 

She sits as her desk, work stacked. 
Palms flower cupped. 

Palms up in the late afternoon. 

The hours hollowed out. 

About the time a mother 

Would be rousing a child from sleep. 

Hands in her lap. 

Palms cupped empty 
In the late afternoon. 

Water lilies far from any lake. 
Wonders why she pauses 
When there’s work to do. 

Divides hands to fingers. 

Busying till long past five. 


[The Altoona Mirror, Altoona PA] 
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FOG 


Land’s end 

In fog that wilds dune heights, 
Fleshes wind-planed thickets, 
Manes the shadbush, pitch pine, 
Land’s end or land’s beginning? 
Fog, the gasses of a forming world, 
Creation cry of the lighthouse, 
Earth beast shaking its back 
Up from the long time waters, 

A bellowing creature 
Thrashing its great wet tail, 

And light, let there be light, 

The monster’s eye, 

That in time will be known 
As savior. 


[The Altoona Mirror, Altoona PA] 
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BACHELORS BRING CLOCKS 


Bachelors bring clocks, 

Leaf-carved clocks with frail ticks, 

Cuckoo clocks with weights chained long 
To shadows vining the wall, 

Bird-and-leaf from the Black Forest, 

Clocks for a hearth in the German woods, 
Hourly in flight of the cuckoo, 

Grandfather miniature 
In the tick tick of a music box, 

Secret door into the home, the heart. 

Bachelors bring clocks 

From memory caves of a big old house. 

Home is where the clock ticks, 

Popcorn white-fluffing the fireplace, 

Warm deeps of a winter bed, 

Snow tumbling from the roof to drifts below, 

Father winding clocks at night 

From the dark of the kitchen 

In through swinging doors to the lower hall, 

Up the stairs to the clock half way, 

The clock in the upper hall, 

Clocks all wound, all ticking, 

Home crier’s All’s well. 

Bachelors bring clocks 
Carried precious as small bird 
Found in a snow drift, 

The ticks a silver rinse, 

Little clocks playing hours. 

Bachelors come back to be sure 
The clock is here, 

Ticking the time of home. 


[Inscape, 1960] 
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IN SEARCH OF 


Up the Po 
In search of amber 

Poplars musical swans 
So Lucien says 
Po sacred river of the sun 
Down the Hudson 
Polluted Hudson 
In search of Manhattan schist 

Hanging gardens in the sky 
My name of fame 


[Coe Review, 1974] 


SIX STRINGS 

Six strings up the musical mountain 
Mountain of glass 

Six strings to bead the constellations 
Six to rattle the garbage lids 
Six guitar strings 

Can sound the Chattanooga choochoo 
Steam a Tennessee still 

Six strings can be wind through sea pines 
Can be breezes through birches 
Custard pudding tamale 
Sweet apple cider corn whiskey 

Can be hurricane blue grotto 

Slide you to rope burn 
Wind you in silk 
Six strings up the mountain 
The musical mountain 
Mountain of glass 

[The Georgia Review, Winter 1966] 
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WHILE YOU PLAYED 


I went through four universes 
While you played 
Your piano keys stepping stones 
To galaxies beyond Palomar 

I went through four universes 
While you played to me 
Went into the black-still snow 
About earth’s atmosphere 
Without so much as the windshield of a space-ship 
To douse the stars with earth shine 

You went back ages 

Back to Bach forth to Schumann 
A lake swimmer stroking to Prokofiev 
Back-stroking to Ravel 
While I swam the shoreless seas 
Went through four universes 
Fashioned them out of the nothing dark 
Four universes 
While you played to me 


[Midwest Quarterly, 1967] 
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CLOCK OF THE ANIMALS 


Hurry Mother hurry, 

The clock in the park 
Is dancing the animals 
To music box tunes 
Better than the best cake 
You ever baked, 

Mother hurry, 

Monkeys with mallets 
Are striking the hour 
On their big bell, 

The bear and the hippo 

Are dancing round and round, 

Playing the tambourine and the horn. 

The penguin and the goat and the elephant 
with drum and pipes and squeeze-box, 
Kangaroo with a baby in her pouch 

Not so fast my darling 
Never rush time away, 

Turn each moment precious in your palm, 

You will never be holding it again. 

I remember the Town Clock 
Of my Bavarian Village, 

Painted people marched around it in double row, 
And the bell was struck by an angel, 

Or so it seemed to me. 

Mama, waiting for the hour, 

Looks up at my animal clock 
As if it’s telling her something sad, 

Will I be looking up at another clock 
With my little one, 

My face pulled down sad 
Remembering mine. 


[Coffee House Review] 
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KING 


Walks down the street 
With a feather 
Down the street in rags 
With a feather in his hat 
His hat of storms 
Kings along 
His purple plume 
Right way of the wind 


HEAR THE WINE 

Fruit cellar scent 
Of the wine 
Lollipop hues 
Taste of summer 
Cool touch of the glass 
Throat warmth 
Wine must sound 
Must sing 
Touching of glasses 
To wind through ice trees 
Hear the wine 
Hear it sing 

Whoever touched first glass to glass 

Had to hear the clear 

To see the clear 

To smell the earthing fruit 

To touch the crystal 

Throat touch the over-ripe burn 

To taste the wine 

Must hear the wine hear it sing. 
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TV VINE 


silver-lace vine 

browning to no autumn 
greens up the bricks 
to the TV aerial 
full leafs its antennae 

ready to flow down the chimney pots 
and into the windows 
greening over the TV screens 

before shooting up beanstalk 

to moon craters of the golden eggs 


GREEN EAR 

My city ear 

To the copper-threaded phone 
Hears December fields, 

Hears the farm through traffic, 

My father-in-law saying 

The broccoli is in good head, 

Copper threads through to country knowing, 
I learn in a telephone instant 
Broccoli tastes best after frost. 
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KISS ME, YOU FOOL! 


Know what you’re kissing 

when you kiss off my lipstick. 

Learn the ingredients, 
and loathe my lips: 

Castor oil, shades of childhood — 
lanolin from sheep, 

Acetylated lanolin, 

titanium dioxide, sounds explosive. 
Kiss me you fool! 

or you’ll drown in the calcium lake, 
Break out in carnaubas, 

be stuck in the propyl gallate. 

Kiss me quick — kiss me long! 


SUBWAY SUN 

Dark of the subway 
Has its sunkerchief 
As a crack of concrete its grass blade. 

Sun ninety-three million miles away, 

Light daying vastnesses, 

Forests and plains and seas, 

Has a scrap left over for a subway tunnel, 

Dayingale singing the sooty deeps. 

Golden chair 

Fallen from some banquet of the upper rooms, 

Clean dust rag, 

Vein of gold down a mine shaft, 

A thought in the dark, 

Sun’s treat sent below stairs. 

[The Georgia Review, Winter 1962] 
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LUCENT 


Lucent green 

In through the window 
Of the trestle train 
Lucent green insect 

I hunch down to the grimed floor 
To behold minute green lucense 
A man watches me watching 
I try to guide the insect 
Onto a scrap of paper 
No life should be lost on a grimy train 
About to go underground 
A plant louse, he says 
Freeing it to the willow 
Beside the tracks 
We talk of plant lice and birds 
And aphids 

Go bird watching round the bay 
And Yes we’ll marry 

All because I hunched down to the green 
Lucent green 


[Augur ?] 
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HIS CLARINET 


Alone 

On the crumbling highway above the river 
Only a bike or so velveting along 
Boy of the Orient 
Sits beneath a broken light-pole 
His clarinet brocading the silence 
Plays out to the sun roseballing down 
To the Hudson 
Plays Empires going gone 

The light touching his clarinet red rose 
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WHO’S WHO 


Kids with kite and key 
Lighting tinker-toy cities 
Take LET THERE BE LIGHT 
Out of God’s mouth 
Tonight he tells us Who’s Who 
Old Testament night 
He shuts us into the Great Book 
Night of the power failure 5 
Up and down the sea coast 
Montreal to Manhattan 
He stalls us in our ambitious elevators 
To his sky 

Darks our bridges, towers 
Stop us on our speedways 
Strands us underground 

Blacks us into our own power failure 
Homes dark, dark away from home 
Above the stricken neons 

He allots his moon to walk by 
His moon and stars 
Cause of the power failure 
God’s Mystery 

Just a poke in the ribs this time 
Reminder who said 

LET THERE BE LIGHT 


5 The 1977 Northeast power blackout. 
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I SWEEP 


I sweep many rooms 
With many brooms 
Sweep sand from bumpy linoleum 

Sweep sagging floors, splintered boards, 
Waxed hardwoods, tiles 
Small bedrooms 
Big living rooms 

Long halls, dark foyers 
Sweep resisting rugs 

Many rooms with many brooms 
Sweep a stage room 
Where no one lives 
All live 

I live. 


MAKING THE ROUNDS 

Watermelon moon 

Red juicing the lights of the city plate 
I’ll sink into you ear to ear 
Eat you through the night 
Down to the rind 
Before I make the morning rounds 
For a role as juicy 

Righted by your red meat I’ll audition great 
Get a callback 
Play the part red full 

In the pale rising of moons 
Audience mine 

In the lights of the city plate 


[Green’s Magazine, Summer 1975] 
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MARRIED 


Husband and wife 

April-young double-ringed 
Sit with taped lips 

At the restaurant table. 

He builds sugar lumps 
To a tower of Babel, 

She crosses the silver 
To a coat-of-arms, 

Forks the luncheon cloth 
To hieroglyphics. 

Her lips full-still 
His thin-still 

Set in cement. 

They turn collectors’ heads 
At the talk of others 
As if words were butterflies 
To catch mid-air. 

When the waitress silver-points 
Her tray in their direction 
They spiral ogle, 

Their talk April-bright 
In the passing, 

The cutting up, 

Choosing of the relish 
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THE GREAT-COAT 


He comes for me in his great-coat, 

Gathers me into its folds, 

The office is chill this late at night, 

I am warm and safe. 

Gathered into his great-coat, 

The night enfolds me 
Soon we’ll be married 

And the lights that burn late for me 
Will be home lights. 

He will be out there 

Between me and the world 

We marry 

And I keep my job for a little while 
To meet the payments 
On our new furnishings. 

He still comes for me 

When the lights burn late. 

Much work to do at home, 

But I stay a moment 
Folded into his great-coat 
As into a tree of many leaves. 

I am tired so tired. 

My man in the great-coat 
Is between jobs. 

I know how that can be. 

I’ve been booted more than once. 

I cradle his head, 

Rock him to sleep 

A job opens up for him in my office, 

We’re a team until he can take over my work. 

I am tired so tired 

Of office politics subway crushes. 

I want my own wallpaper instead of white plaster, 
Window curtains instead of glass curtain-walls. 
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I help build this department 
So he will be its head, 

But he comes in late, 

Works less and less, 

As I cover for him, 

Lies cradled in my lap, 

Loses his job again. 

When he comes to my late-burning light, 
The folds of his great-coat smother me. 
I fight for breath 


[The Midwest Quarterly] 


NEWS 

Good news 

I cloud-step over to the coffeehouse 
But my news of raspberry sweetness 
Is pelted by hailstones of bad news 
All around 

Abscessed tooth harassing landlord 
Job horrors 
Red-tape miseries 

Household holocausts. 
Thunder-clapped by bad news, 

I pulled in my bit of blue sky. 
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HAIR-TOUSLED SORRY 


Broken column 
Weeping angel 

However a big brother’s grave is marked, 
The angel of years 
Is in living color. 

Brother blond bright 
On the sledding hill, 

Scare ride on his back 
Down zooming ice, 

Tall above the green-slippery stepping stones 
Of a stream, 

Come on, Sis, come on, 

Take my hand. 

Lord of the lake, 

Swim water jewelling browned shoulders 

Column in the sky, 

One heart’s moment, 

Hair more curl-tousled 

Than the marble of Phidias, 

Tumble haired in a wooly bathrobe 
In the light-shafted doorway 
Of my night room, 

Just to say from his white blond height, 

“I’m sorry.” 

Before this image 

The grave is a locust shell, 

The gravestone a dissolving wafer, 

Tousled sorry in his bathrobe, 

Brother 
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DIVORCE 


Boardwalk splinters, 

Many as minnows, 

How could a boardwalk that shines brown satin, 
Have so many splinters? 

Once a boy gang by the drinking fountain 
Began teasing me, 

Scared me so, I ran from them, 

Stubbed my bare toe 

And fell down the ramp. 

My grandmother carried me to our cottage, 
Picked out the splinters one by one, 

“Child, you look like a midget Saint Sebastian, 
Shot through with arrows.” 

I came back to the boardwalk 
For the summer, 

“Careful of the splinters,” 

I call after my little boy, 

But I mean what are we doing to you, 

My husband and I, 

Living apart? 

Every Sunday he takes my little son 
Away in his car, 

And the sand caves to a pit, 

The sea dries up, 

Until we run toward each other 
In the summer sunset. 

This Sunday he is gone with my boy 
Way past setting, 

The clouds have burned to ash, 

No regard for his bedtime, 

The boardwalk is my pacing cage. 


< 60 > 



I see the car flaming in a ditch, 

My boy calling Mama Mama, 

When I’m nowhere. 

They’re having such an expensive good time, 
His father always was a fun one, 

The little fellow doesn’t want to come home. 

Lights of the boardwalk 
Shine him running toward me. 

I run slip and fall. 

Who will take out my splinters 
One by one 

Now my grandmother is gone? 


ASPHALT 

City woods 

asphalt in oil flowers of the rain 

nuts bolts bottle-tops tarred in 

silver streamers 

con ed ribbons 

bailed rag brights 

compost of butts 

forest floor in lottery tickets 

peppermint papers petaling down from a truck 

woods to be lost in 

no moss on the pillars to lead out 
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THRILL FARM 


Farmer, farmer 

On your farm by the roller-coaster sea, 6 
What do you plant for seed? 

Clown’s teeth, mazdas, merry-go-round rings? 

Cinderella seeds in the neoned night? 
Compost of hot dogs, pizzas, 

Diamond field of broken glass, 

Worn-out horse to tin-can pasture 
In the loud-speakered waste? 

No pioneer ever had it so hard, 

Never a seed as noisy as speed, 

Cockle shells and starting bells 
In broken lack of row 
Farmer, farmer 

Out where the green is all in the paint, 

Out where the barking pays, 

Where sun gets the bounce from glass and steel, 
Your soil is about to sprout cracker-jack, 
Volcano a gyro-globe, geyser beer, 

You lift your rod to pokes of green, 

Peas, beans, maybe lettuce, 

To outcaw the midway barkers, 

Comes crow-black as much land 
Proclaim the living farm, 

You yield, your thrill ride, 

Roller-coaster frontier. 


6 Roller-coaster sea. The amusement parks at Coney Island. 
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HORNPIPE 


His whiskers bubble Mr. Schweppes 
Gleam redder than the red sea 
Mustachios in lecher’s curl 
Gleam not all in the beard 
Eyes very swallow-the-key 
All for the stage 
To fire the laughter of audience 
Opening night whitens his beard 
Puts out his eyes 
Laugh-metered in his mind 
To Niagara roars 
His hornpipe roars 

Not so much as a damp firecracker 
I didn’t get a laugh 
He wails to the wings 
To the fire bucket the pail and mop 
I didn’t get a laugh 
A gleam of a laugh. 
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EMPTY FRAMES 


What’s your nightmare, 

I mean your night-on-nightmare? 

I’ll tell you mine: 

My frames are empty. 

I stare in an ice-sweat 
At empty frames, 

Cave of death where my work should be 
I set up my camera, 

Focus to a picture 
That could hang first prize: 

Gulls on a coal barge, 

Boys beating garbage lids for drums, 

A guitar player on the steps of a brownstone 
Marked X for demolition, 

Cat up a light pole, 

Broken neons. 

I take a city of pictures, 

Heart’s song of pictures 

Into the sun of late afternoon, 

The scrim of a river twilight. 

I take my life’s pictures, 

But my frames are empty. 

I stare into empty frames. 


[.Midwest Quarterly ] 


< 64 > 



ALL FLYING 


The kites are all flying, 

All but mine. 

I’m a crab-claw at the cross-piece. 

They fly the sunset winds 
While I squat the sand 
Tangled in my own string. 

Splintered by the sticks, 

I run with what I’ve put together, 

Run it to winds trying to do their job 
Of lifting bungled kite dreams. 
Wings of wax at least fly near the sun 
Before they melt. 

Kites dragon about up there, 

Hobnob with outer space. 

Mine takes a breeze down the beach 
A little way, 

Not as high as the life-guard platforms. 

All the kites up there have tails 
To climb the sky stalk, 

Bat the wind about with their long whites, 
All the kites have tails but mine. 


< 65 > 



FISH HOOK 


He carries a fish-hook 

In the tenderness of feathers, 

A deep-sea fish-hook 
With killing barb. 

Birds in their flyways 

Are clouding down dawn, 

A color-wheel spun to wings, 

Canthook of a fish-hook 
Wrapped in a brown-paper bag 
In his pocket, 

He walks Park woods in the early-bird morning 
Before they start with binoculars, 

Stays after the fleeing of the birders 
From lengthening shadows, 

Listens for the evening song of the wood thrush, 

Tips an ear to warbler notes, 

Turns to a feathering 

“Aren’t you afraid?” the fleeing birders ask him, 

“With all the muggings and the murder last month? 
You’re alone in woods hiding dope addicts, 

Criminals, the insane.” 

“Maybe I am, but the birds flying North 
Stay such a little while singing.” 

He climbs rocks, 

Breaks through to the cliff-edge of the lake 
To be near the birds in their tree tops. 

The fish-hook wrapped in brown paper 
In a hard-to-reach pocket 

He wraps himself in the tenderness of feathers. 
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BLACK SNOW 


The snow 

the snow is 

black 

old old movie 
about a depraved man 
who couldn’t bear to be better 
than his street-walking mother 
Black tonight 
the snow is black 

black tar black feathers 

my boy my opalescent boy 
just turned six 
snow falls black 

tar black on my boy 
when his father whacks him 
whacks his friend 

for squirting their urine at one another 
in sheer joy of fountaining 
their bottoms red with shame 

Black 

the snow is black 

when my little one kisses his friend goodbye 
his father makes him know the shame 
of a kiss 

boy to boy 
the snow falls black 

black with his father’s shame 
so black on his little boy 
I can no longer see 

the skin of apple blossoms 
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SPICED 


We birders with binoculars 
this spiced woods morning 
We’re stealthing after the shy one 
the hooded warbler — 

I am watching a watcher 
eloquent of gesture 

distinguished to his eyebrows 
no one ever yearned as he yearns 
for the hooded 
blackest yellowest 
his long fingers urging the bird 
from out the knotweed — 

I’m watching the watcher 
wishing I could wear 
the yellow one’s hood 


SON OF A 

Son of a Nazi 

hair white gold to the sea wind 
nose proud-bridged 
eyes blue sky 

swims past the life guard’s whistle 
gold white sea gull out there 
trying to swim away his Father’s guilt 
his own 

for priding while loathing 
proud of his tallness blondeness 
the master race 

white gold sea gull alone out there 
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WINDOW WASHER 


Stop washing windows 

talk to me of meditation 

lead me to the crown of the thousand- 

petaled lotus 

unfold the golden flower 
now that you have smeared my windows 
give me a diamond-clear soul 


PARK BY DAY 

Blue death 

By the brook 
I run right by 
Lifting my glass 

To the scarlet tanager 
That has given me the Park runaround. 

The dark-skinned boys 
Are bending over their teacher 
Ministering to him 
Feeling his pulse 
So it looks to me — 

I must miss the bird of velvet fire 
And offer to go for help. 

The boys scatter like grackles — 
Muggers 

Blacking off 

With binoculars watch wallet, 
Leaving him blue dead, 

May breezes combing his pale hair 
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HALLELUJAH 


South on the North wind 
North on the South wind 
Birds are singing their hobo songs 
Songs of the open sky 
Caribbean to Canada and back 

Sparrows song swamp chipping 
Sing “On a summer day in the month of May, 

A burly bum came a-hiking . . 

Wood thrushes sing “Lord I’m one, Lord I’m two, 

Lord I’m three, Lord I’m four, 

Lord I’m five hundred miles away from home ...” 

The Baltimore oriole “I’ve been doin’ some hard travelin’, 
Hard ramblin’, hard gamblin’, 

I’ve been doin’ some hard travelin’ Lord . ..” 
Yellow-throats “can hear the whistle blow, 

A hundred miles, a hundred miles, a hundred miles . ..” 
“Hallelujah,” sings the parula, 

“Hallelujah,” sings the catbird, 

“Hallelujah, Hallelujah,” sings the thrasher, 

“Hallelujah, I’m thrush ...” 


AURA 

Auras his to see, he says 
Auras about our heads: 
Morning glory shadow leaf 
Storm clouds corn silk 
Mica sparklets 
And mine? And mine? 
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WHAT’S NEW 


What’s new? my husband asks 
At the turning of the evening key 
Leaf on leaf from the artichoke of years 
What’s new What’s new 
Early dark of winter 

Sun-late of summer 
What’s new new 
Nothing nothing new 
Last night I said 
The grass is growing golden apples 
And the bushes are hung with faces. 

He never went out to look, 

Just hung up his coat on the same hook. 
Tonight I tell him 

Crocuses are blooming out of my toe 
Right out of my toe 

Unhearing he goes over to the TV set 
And changes the station 
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TO HILLARY 


Hillary, she’s — well, she’s — 

His hands speak the curves — 

Will you write a poem to my Hillary? 

What’s she like, your Hillary? 

Oh I don’t know 

Any more then I know 
What a sea breeze is like, 

Just that it’s salty. 

Cool as flower petals, 

The touch of her fingers at my temples. 

Her eyes catch me as her net of sparklets 
Catches her brown hair. 

Eyes: brown a lot. .. green a little, 

Can no more make up their mind 
To be true to one color than she can. 

Why Hillary beyond all others? 

I don’t know, I want your poem to tell me. 
Well, is she someone who full leafs 
The treeless street she walks along? 

Voices the tones of a thrush in sunset pines? 
Does she shine the first star of evening 
Above your nine o’clock desk? 

Is her smile a heaven thing? 

Is she all the lighted windows of the night? 
Does her hair wind lightly round your heart? — 
Yes — yes — that’s Hillary. 
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HOW I AM 


How I am 

My wife won’t live with me anymore. 
I went into a coffee house for a sobering cup, 
And there she was on a tea-table stage, 

The little folk singer golden of hair and voice, 
Making a square rigger of her stage 
With sea chanties 

Sing me Tom Dooley I called out, 

Hang down your head Tom Dooley 
She sang brook clear, 

The good old mountain dew 

I asked for over my black coffee, 

And she was off with they call it 
That good old mountain dew, 

And them that refuse it are few. 

True true, 

On her own she sang me 

Whiskey whiskey Nancy Whiskey 
Whiskey whiskey Nancy O 

Something sweet Molly Malone about her, 
Something of cockles and mussels, 

Of violets who’ll buy my violets 
As she passed her basket to a quarter fall, 
And when she came round to me, 

Violet shadows across her freshness 
From the lateness of the night, 

I pulled out my wallet 

To my last four dollars, 

Put all four into her sweet-grass basket, 
And went out into street winds, 

Last four dollars blazing higher 
Than a sixty-foot Christmas tree. 
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I slept on a Park bench, 

Awakened in a cave of snow. 

No, I don’t expect any woman to live with me long, 
But I have my rocket moments, 

How I am 


WINTER GINGKO 

Ginkgo winter ginkgo 
Living fossil embedded in the ancient blue of sky 
Prickly skeleton unchanged from the days 
Of the dinosaurs 
Kabuki dancer 

Holding tight to Spring fans 
Folding them into small cylinders 
Like party favors 

Ready for the dance of the sacred grove 


[Poetry Venture] 
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PENDULUM 


Little girl on a swing 

Never really swinging 
In sash and hair-bow 
And Sunday white 
Up and down up and down 
Smile fixed 
Pendulum on a clock 
The little girl swinging 
Never really. 

Clock in my Father’s house 

One of many he was always winding 
Clock now in the house of my husband 
My daughter’s delight 
Only sometimes she looks too long 
At the pendulum 
Many times I have watched 
The little girl swinging 
Never really 
Many times too many 
In sash and ribbons 
Doing what I’m told 
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GIFT 


Away 

With a basket of brights 
Away from the tower suite 
The death room 
Bashed-in door 

Where the widow died of a stroke 
Doubled her lock crowbarred the door 
Against thieves down from the roof 
To her terrace 

Locked herself in with death. 

Away 

With a willow basket 
Of plastic flowers 
Gift of the widow’s daughter 
From a room heavy with pieces 
For the tax appraisers. 

I run lightly 

Swinging the willow weave 
Away with my basket 
Away away 
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FINISHED BASKET 


An old woman, 

The Potawatarnis say, 

Sits up there in the moon 
Weaving a basket, 

A grass-lit basket. 

The space men haven’t seen her 
Except as shadows. 

She never looks up from her weaving 
To note their footprints 
In the windless. 

If she ever gathers up 
In a finished weave 
The last skeins of light 
Floating down space 

To lakes and seas and the windows of earth, 
Our planet will burn to ash, 

Fast as fireworks. 

The dark dog of eclipse 
Keeps jumping the skeins 
Out of her hand. 

When the space men get rid of the dog, 

She will finish her grass-lit basket 
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[THE GREY ROOM] 

People of the living room 
Here to socialize 

Sit around in plexiglas 
So separate 

They view one another 

Through smoked mirrors. 

The cat romping round the circle 
Where everyone sits as in corners 

Is reached out to 
Petted. 

Not so much as the touching of fingertips 
Their words are streamers 
Mostly grey 

Shooting past each other. 

As the cat purrs to their pets 
They ghost come 
Ghost go 
Dipping fingers 

Into the warm fur of the cat 
Later try to recall faces 
In the circle of corners 
Remember the feel of fur 
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SMILE CANDY 


Smile 

Smile candy, 

Smile sign-light, 

American as campaign buttons 
To wave the smile flag 

Your eyes don’t have to smile, 

Only your teeth till your face cracks 
As if you had always to be walking 
Dance walking 

My Mother used to say Smile, 

And the signs all around, 

They said Smile. 

At my birth Mama must have said 
Stop your sniveling and Smile. 

Crying I always kept my mouth turned up 

Before going into the audition room 
It was always Smile Smile, 

You call that a smile she would say, 

It’s faded ketchup. 

I must smile sequins, 

Smile pearls, 

When I wanted my mind on the meaning of the song, 
The sky isn’t always rainbowed, 

The stars pull in sometimes, 

Soup’s not always on. 

Mama’s face, 

I can’t recall it without her teeth 
Grinding meatball smiles, 

Act of aggression a smile, 

Show of force, 

Loud he, 

A shark biting down on you. 
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Mama got so she had more wrinkles than smile lines, 
And now she is no longer around 
To put me on a smile pin 

Off the stage 

And into a behind-the-scenes job 
I can call my face my own, 

Except that people sometimes say, 

Why so serious? 

Smile a little! 


HER MOTHER’S HAT 

Her Mother’s hat 

A forty-four-year-old 

In her dead Mother’s hat 
Solemn child playing at dress-up 
Templed hat 

Multi-hued tiers of grosgrain maline velvet 
Weighting her down as it soars. 

Fun at first 

Everyone hunting for her face 
Not ready for her Mother’s hat 

But of course you must accept 
What you inherit 


< 80 > 



VAST 


Crowding summer, 

Sunners vast the shore 
Beach big to bursting 
With sunbrellas 

Towels enough to carpet the moon, 
Motion as of tides and currents 
Beach so big 

It makes a beach ball of the globe 

Beach gone from sunners 
At blue sand evening 
Unbroken of line 

Smalls to broken combs 
Dried peach pits 
Yet vast in lone seeing 
Vast now the sea 
Can be heard 
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GREATEST RAGE 


Instaring 

You press your fingers 
To the lips of silence, 

You alone 

In a living-room at the sport 
Of relating 

Their moment of greatest rage. 

Is your rage a dragon 

You’re afraid to let off the leash? 

One tells how he beat up his school principal 
And was sent off to the CCC’s,? 

Another tells of ripping the table-cloth 
Out from under the dishes 
When two talked across him 
As if he weren’t there, 

Another of breaking the piano chair, 

Tearing up his music 
When the A major Polonaise 
Wouldn’t leap to his fingers, 

You you alone 
Instare 


[Quartet] 


7 CCC. Civilian Conservation Corps (1933-1942), a New Deal works program 
created by the Federal government. 
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SIR 


And the dog ran 

The brown dog ran 
Leash red streaking 

Ran at the gun shots 
That crumpled his master to the curb 
In blood choking death 
Ran down the Saturday noon 

Leash-free and sound-hurt 
Ran far from his master’s blood 

Few saw the brown dog run 
His room-mates whistled after him 
Down the death street 
Sirius his master called him 
Sirius the dog star 
Sir 

But the brown dog ran 

Ran down years of Saturday noons 
Letting no one touch him 
Take 

Ran back to wild 
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MONDAY, JULY 18 th 


Dark of Monday July 18 th 

4:43 A.M. Hear a night-hawk 

by the lake in Branch Brook Park 
4: 51 Song sparrow sings his ragged song 

4:54 A cardinal calls out of the dark woods 

Thinks he’s a scientist 
Because he works in a chem lab, 

He who might have been a musician 
If anyone had trained him, 

The birds are his art, 

Caught in his absolute pitch, 

He could write down each song 
On music paper 
If he knew notation 


5:06 

A robin — his call notes, not his caroling 

5:08 

Kingbirds in stereo 

5:11 

The sky lightens to night-hawks 
flying low over the bridge 

5:15 

Call notes of a Baltimore oriole 

Shot through with thrasher, 

Grackles calling 

5 :23 

Two chimney swifts over the lake 

5:34 

Gold finches in the willows 

5:49 

Red-eyed vireo sings south of the lake 
Interrupted by grackles and a kingbird 

6:00 

The sun rises or seems to rise, 

Prospect Hill has hidden its direct rays 
till now 

Last night-hawk takes off for his roost 

6:03 

Rose-breasted grosbeak in the English elm, 
Both heard and seen, 

A young robin calls 

6:05 

Wood-thrush sings 
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His report he considers science, 

Not noticing the feather bits 
In rainbow collage, 

Song bursting the pages paper-hoop, 

Science an aphid in a warbler’s splinter beak 


BUG LUCK 

Lady bug 

In your divided skirt, 

Your culottes, 

For air sports, 

Leaf legging twig take-offs, 

Is all that flying about 

A cover-up for your floating crap game? 
I’ve been checking 

And I find your orange shell 
Has anywhere from two dots to fifteen, 

Floating crap game or flying dominoes 
You fly the colors of roulette, 

Maybe you’re lady luck 
With lucky spots for me 
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ROUND-WINGING 


I round-wing to the World’s Fairs 
In a helicopter 

To world about in a Ford mustang, 

See why General Motors’ stock is blue chip, 

To be walked up and around on moving belts 
Like a tin for topping, 

To sit in moving armchairs 
Wired with commercials, 

To pop my eyes at the industrial expansion of nations. 
I round-wing to the Fair 

For GE GM IBM RCA Con Ed, 

And find warblers picking at the patio myrtle, 
About radiant-heating poles 
In the festival of Gas, 

A thrasher sings the Johnson Wax locust, 

Humming-birds iridesce GM’s petunias, 
Towhees scratch about Dupont, 

Magnolia warblers fly out of Tiparillo cigars, 
Catbirds one-world the cedars by the Unisphere 


8 World’s Fair. The 1965 World’s Fair, held at Flushing Meadows, Queens. 
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WHO’S ALIVE 


Wonder is there some way 

To find out who’s still alive 
Hotline or scratch sheet 
Listing the live ones 
Nauseating over meat and potatoes 
To hear some celebrity 
You thought long dead 
Died today 

Whoever knows about ex-follies girls 
Old movie stars 
I’ve buried too many in my mind 

They really shouldn’t hang around so long 
You’re not supposed to be immortal till you’re dead 
Monroe Mansfield Harlow Lombard 
Knew when to exit 

Others hang on outrageously 
Embarrassing to keep blurting 
I thought she was dead 
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NIGHT CLEANING 


Widowed with eight children, 

God love ’em, 

I have my moon garden 
Up thirty-one stories 

Offices I clean in the night, 

After the day people noise off, 

I dream-work, 

Even doze a bit 

Quiet up here 

As the Eastern temple in the museum, 
I feel like a lotus goddess curving a finger 
For all the world to be still. 

I don’t mind a lone man working late, 
About the only sounds, 

His paper my mop on the linoleum tiles, 
The water-cooler gurgling me a drink 

I lean back in the deep leathers, 

Desks shining like lakes 
On account of me. 

When I sit down to my midnight lunch 
It’s like dining in a Top o’ the World 
Restaurant, 

Window table reserved, 

Lights out there quieting 
Easier putting an office to rights. 

What I clean is cleanable, 

Not like at home, 

Floorboards snagging the mop, 

Stains not giving in. 

Cleaning up here slick as technicolor 
In the silence of snow on snow, 

Silence of a painting, 

Quiet as my first sleeping babe. 


[Lynx] 
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IF EVER 


Theater of the absurd 
Theater of the intolerable 

Before the curtain 

If ever 

Rises 

Darling Damen Direktress 
If you can’t respect me 

Respect that chrysanthemum 
New playwright which I am 
Courtly which I’m not 

Anymore 

I bring you a chrysanthemum 
Fluffiest yellowest 

Almost as big as your curled head 
Long of stem 
Bring it to you 

For bringing my people to life 

Out of a pudding lump of actors 

Just because we quarrel over cuts 
In my fourth act 
Knife cuts to me you know 
You don’t have to beat me over the head 
With the chrysanthemum I gave you 
Out of the fullness of my heart 
Purple with rage all your life 
I’m purpling too 
But let the chrysanthemum be 
Petals bitter confetti 

About my batted head. 

It’s down to the stem where you want my play 
Stem you’re using as a whip. 

Should you ever incline 

Toward giving me a gift 
Make it a night-stick. 
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I GUARD 


November sands 

Beneath the boardwalk 
I guard the pipes 
That dredge polluted waters 
From the bay 

In muddy waterfall to the sea, 

In lone sands 

Rubbled with broken combs sun-glasses 
Chicken bones 
Peach pits of summer, 

Guarding rusted pipes from what 

From my only companions the sea gulls 
Who are enjoying the bay knick-knacks 
The sea is supposed to purify, 

Alone into the night 

Guarding waters too polluted for star path. 

Some stars I feel like ninety cents worth of chemicals 
Between bay and sea 

Other stars I am the first man to stand the night shore 
Guarding all asleep 
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COLLECTOR 


Collector tell me, 

Coins clear as a mountain lake, 

Jade the green of sun through leaves 
Collector collect a few words 
And tell me, 

Why do you collect? 

Once you have coins in all the wanted dates, 

What do you do? 

Snail in and let their value appreciate? 

Collector of jade with your millions in the bank, 
You finger your jade as if you were playing chess 
Drowsing you become a lily pad 
Floating a green pond 
Collector of shells 

You collect the sea in bits and pieces, 

Your surfed shells 
Are on their iridescing way to sand. 

Collector of match-books 
Are you amassing a match-book estate? 

Collector of buttons 
Are you sewing up the world 
Of antique jewelry, 

Secure in the ages? 

Collector of glass bottles 

The form is yours long after the contents, 
Collector of items from the McKinley campaign 
Is your shelter the specific? 

Collector tell me 

Where do you live most, 

In the collecting 

Or in the collection? 
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WAITRESSES LIGHTING 


Waitresses 

In the cafe evening, 

Black dresses apron-touched with white, 

Flatten soda straws 

For the lighting of candles, 

Light the garnet globes 

In the spring twilight, 

Summer sunset, 

Darkening autumn, 

Storm nights moon clear, 

Above the garnet glow 

Faces of the waitresses 

Shine with straw fire candle flame 

To another night’s opening 

Waitresses 

Blow out the candles at closing, 

Dark the garnet, 

Cave the cafe. 

Quick heavy at closing 

They go from candle to candle, 

In their black dresses apron-touched with white, 

Faces cold as the blown out globes, 

The last candle. 

There may be a waitress one day 

Who will not blow out the last candle. 

[Southwest Review, Autumn 1967] 
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MY EMPRESS 


In by belly band 
Out by straight jacket 
Empress of my seven seas 

Grand piano 9 dangling up three stories 
Waiting for the removal of the window frame 
In our brownstone floor-through 

Elevator up twenty stories 

To a room too small for a grand 
Too river damp for the strings 
Grand of years from the house on the hill 
Among poplars and elms 
To the brownstone floor-through 

(The room too small up twenty stories) 

Is being removed in a straight jacket 
On its way to the great reconditioning 
But not for me 
Not for me 


9 Grand piano. Emilie owned a grand piano when she lived on West 15 th Street in 
a brownstone. When she moved to 77 Columbia Street on the Lower East Side, 
she had to give up the grand in favor of a Mason and Hamelin baby grand. This 
piano, in its turn, was given up when she moved to 77 Barrow Street to be near 
her daughter. 
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WATERMELON MOON 


Watermelon moon 

As I phone about the broken icebox. 
Watermelon moon 

Red juicing to the lights 
Of the city plate 
While I phone emergency 
Watermelon moon 

Paling as the repairman 
Makes an estimate past my pocketbook 

Scraped shriveling into the night 
Watermelon moon 

I appeal to you 
Save my icebox 

Toward goodmorning melon. 


FACETS 

Rainwind sunwind candlewind 
Whatever wind blows me by Tiffany’s 
I come in to the canary diamond 
From the Kimberley mines 
No desire to own to wear 

Bubbling filled at the well of looking 
Yellow as the sun in forest places 

I no more want to own the canary diamond 
Than the moon. 

If I were an Empress 

I wouldn’t purchase the canary for my crown. 
Should it ever disappear 
Into some dark vault 
I know of another canary diamond 
Star of the night sky 
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MONA ON TOUR 


Careless Sir 

to drive down from Connecticut, 
and leave your wife 
off at the Mona Lisa, 
hands that never touched a dishpan, 
never lost repose 
Careless Sir — 

to leave her at the touring Mona, 
nearly an hour’s wait 
in the numbing cold 
fish-frozen pilgrimage 
to the unsmiling smile 
Oh Careless Sir 

to return for your wife 
minutes past closing 
doors bolted, 
you shiver the long way 
round the museum, 
wait the hour she waited in line, 
sure as sweepstakes, 
once a century 

a wife stares herself 
into the Mona Lisa, 

folds of silk into the Renaissance, 
exchanges her pigment 
for paint particles 
and smiles 
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BREAKING IN A NEW BISHOP 


Sorry no dates 

No phone calls 
Consider me non-existent 

We actors are breaking in a new bishop 
He has worlds to learn 
Without end Amen 
Who can wear the robe 

Of our black bishop 
Regal he was 

In red 
Yet all spirit 

The bishops are for burning 
Says the Satan of our cast 
And I’m beginning to agree. 

He’s getting hideously “method” 

Believes the dressing-room his diocese 
You won’t be around I suppose 

By the time we have the new bishop 
Broken in 
Or broken 


[Encore] 
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NUDE UNDER AMBER 


Flimsies of a summer nightio 
Make moths of audience, 

See-through robes of flame and hyacinth, 

Peacock strawberry plum, 

Nylon floats under which we can strip in the dark 
of this theater in the round; 

Be led out on the stage 
To mingle with the naked dancing girls 
Under the waving of peacock fans. 

Can you know what this means to Vermont me, 
Tight-clothed all my life 
Like bark on a beech? 

My not-so-much body becomes much, 

I walk the mountains, 

Lie naked in high valleys; 

A little like a tulip hobbling the breeze 
Yet I am Bacchus with grape leaves in my hair, 
Dancing girls circling so close 
I smell their fragrance, 

Their long hair the waving of fans, 
Cool-warming my skin: 

Nude under amber lights 
I sing lib, 

Sing lib, 

Sing liberation 


[Encore] 


10 Flimsies. Emilie was associated with an off-off-Broadway theatre company. 
Dramatis Personae, whose audience was invited to view their plays clad only in 
translucent “flimsies.” She played clothed roles such as witches and priestesses, 
and the theater let her run open poetry readings in their theatre on off days. 
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TEMPLE BIRDS 


Beefed slattern of an Amusement Park, 

Blowzy bluffer, 

Broken down arches teetering on platform heels, 
Product of calloused corneas, 

Fat armsfull of monster prizes, 

Plaster and plush, 

The voice of a macaw. 

Stand among stands 

In an alley smelling of cold grease pizza, 

Garbaged with melon rinds, corn husks, 

Gum blobs, spittle, 

Debris of folk stultified 
By mass-produced deformities, 

Beating the senses 

Ten thousand times ten thousand, 

Between barkered jitter wheels, grin house, ball pitch, 
Like a new moon through smoking slag, 

Mozart from a juke box, 

Fragrance in a fish market — 

The temple birds. 

Birds black and yellow as Chinese lacquer 

Tell fortunes leisured 

As a breeze through meadow grass, 

Quieting as temple bells, 

The Chinaman unhurried in his celestial robe, 

Left before the gate, shoes of haste, 

The bird takes the coin in his beak, 

Crosses the bridge to the temple, 

Returns with a fortune white as rice 

Birds black and yellow 

Silence 

Sanctuary 


[Southwest Review, Summer 1957] 
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AT MY PIANO 


Bonbon in a box of cyanide 
I am melting out Debussy 
On my coffee-house stage 
While customers call cops 

Over the astronomy of their bill 
Junkies shriek in the chop chop 
Of the manager’s karate 
Bounced drunks crack their skulls on the curb 
Waitresses squeal happily or unhappily 
At being cornered in the kitchen 
Scream at the cash desk for their just pay 

Management shoving their boy friends about 
Blood and curses below 
Crash of window glass 
To Clair de Lune 
Police sirens to Traumerei 

Pimps at work to Liebestraume 
Harmonies shattered below 
All the more harmonious up here 
Where else can I play 
Short of concert stage 


[.Midwest Quarterly ] 
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ACCOUNTS RECEIVABLE 

Secret as a flowering 
Beneath tall grasses, 

As the eggs of a petrel, 

Secret moon bottled genie, 

We are many as building stones, 

We do the work of the city, 

Wait on table stand at counters, 

Wedge into desks, 

Type file run errands 

I work in accounts receivable, 

Filing the day away, 

Not quite away not with my secret. 

Nights I’m an actress 
Off Broadway, 

Where the real theater is, 

And when I’m not in a play 
(They close so suddenly) 

I’m in scenes class, 

Playing the great roles of the theater 

If you saw me in accounts receivable, 

You’d never know, 

But the files are phosphorescent 
With the lines in my head. 

I spin with them, 

The water cooler burbles 
with left-over applause. 

Mascara that didn’t quite wipe off 

Darks my eyes in the washroom mirror. 

The office floor springs secret bloom — 

As I carry the folders of accounts receivable, 
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My arms are full of tossed flowers 
It’s just a bit part 

I’m playing here at the office, 

And you know what they say, 

There are no small parts, 

Only small actors, 

So I play it well, 

Wonder on my lunch hour: 

The boy at the soda fountain, 

The girl in the record department, 
The man at the news-stand, 

Wonder do they have my secret? 


TEASERS THREE 

Teasers three 

In a witch hat of autumn, 
Bird is leaf is bird is wind, 
A warbler in the beech above, 
Flies down leaf, 

A leaf flutters warbler, 

Wind leaf leaf wind bird leaf 
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NOTE THE DATE 


May 17th 1963. 

Note the date 
Set it in type 

For the history books 
Memorize it along with 
The Sack of Rome 455 
Bubonic Plague 1664 
French Reign of Terror 1792 
World War II 1939 
Remember it in springs to come 
Remember it through winters without fire feathers 
May 17th 1963 
In the Park woods 
Centering a city poured in concrete 

The cardinals’ nest was ripped down from the catalpa 
Eggs crushed. 

Memorize the date 
May 17th 1963 
The cardinals lost a nest 
Their third 


ONE LIGHT 

Golden grains the lights of our city 
Cold there far star there 
until you catch one light 
being turned on 
One person turning on a light 

in a room medium high 
one light in a gold grey swarm of lights 

wonder who turned on that one light 
in a medium high room 
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CHILD AUDITION 


Mama 

I have a necklace for you, 

A necklace of tears 
For every time I let you down. 

You curl my hair 
And iron my dresses to a fluff, 

And tell me how to hold my notes 
And sing smiling. 

Before I go into one of those jaw-snapping rooms 
For an audition, 

I hang back from going in. 

You almost have to push me, 

And I hang back from coming out 
To your questions. 

The others were something for the doll hospital, 

Is that what you want to hear? 

Well that’s not how it was at all. 

The others were curlier. 

They sang more smiling, 

Have been in more shows. 

I’m like that lamp you try to make work 

But it keeps turning on and off when it shouldn’t. 
Your face is a worry thing because of me 
Like a Hallowe’en mask. 

Maybe someday I can hang a pendant on your necklace 
All of lights my name lights. 

Then we’ll hold hands 

And dance down the street of theaters. 

If you could be a little girl again 
And I could curl your hair 
And fluff your dress, 

I know you’d get the part. 
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SILKEN GONE 


Stating coldly 

Painting with house paint 
While you paint butterflies 
On silken screens 
Your daughter is dying Madam 
But so are you dying 
So are we all 
The just-born are dying 

In the pussy-willow Spring 
Your daughter is dying 
While you paint on silk 
Slow dying in the old-fashioned 
Alcohol way 

At a time when OD is the fashion 
So I speak to myself 
Our daughter reproaches us 
For letting her be born 
Under the atom cloud 

First she played the Germans are coming 
Hiding under the grand piano 
Then the Russians are coming 

We never spared her the newsreels 
Yet we brought her to Sunday school 

To painting dancing music words 
Without forcing our will 
Too permissive perhaps 
We quarreled in front of her eyes 
But we have stayed together 
Loving one another 
Your daughter is dying Madam 
Slow dying 

I’ve done all I know to do 
Even now I do what I can 
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She is dying her way and I am dying mine 
They have a life style she and her lover 
Life style death style 
One in alcohol 

Your daughter is dying Madam 
Slow dying 

While you paint butterflies 
On silken screens 
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UNIQUE 


Why I am unique . .. 

I could enter a cosmic moon-top contest 
Telling why in a hundred words or less 
My molecules happen to rearrange 
With the molecules of the subway turnstile 
In such a way that I go through 
Without paying the fare 
With the fare going up to fifty cents 
I will still be able to afford steak 

Much as I exult in my uniqueness 
I’d like more 
Such as wall mastery 

Balancing my molecules with the wall 
Space for space 

I can only bruise against many a wall 

Before my molecules rearrange me through 
Well I’ve told you in less than a hundred words 
Grand prize the stars 
Walking through stars of fire 
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I SPY 


I spy 

Through my binoculars 
White swirling 

That alights lengthens 
Umbrella sheath 
To a green-wet marsh, 

Bird white-lording grasses 
Clipped by a sun-scythe, 

Snowy egret 

Whitest white of chlorined wash 
Hung out to sky 


I spy 

Each breeze curl 
Of the plumage, 

White wonder of distance, 

Until binoculars 
Sharp a black beak, 

Legs in beatnik black stockings, 
The feet in green muck marsh wild, 
Keep the secret 

Of the golden slippers 
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WINDOW CATS 


Showcase city 

Window in sky huddle, 

Offices in glass suspension, 

Store windows great-stage the night, 

Plate glass miniatures lens world jewels, 

Glass contains toys and goodies, 

Everything wan table. 

Dimmer glass like twilight waters 
Shines treasure for the cupped hand. 

Window cats the city purrs with them. 

Down a side street a bar and grill 
Has its Tortoiseshell 

Among the liquor bottles. 

A black Tom fur-balls into the window 
Of a shoe repair shop, 

Bats the glass at anyone staring in. 

A grocery-store tiger spits. 

Shale grey cat in the delicatessen 
Winks a gold-fire eye. 

Day windows have their tuck-paw sleepers, 

Delight of the city, 

Its fur and fire, 

Always there for the cupped hand of the connoisseur, 
Street on street of window cats 


[Cats Magazine, May 1964] 
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SHOT 


White pilgrim 
Sitting tall 

On a TV aerial 

Of our machine city 
Your topaz eyes 
Broadcast wisdom 

Too terrible to look upon 
Revelations of forty days and forty nights 
In the wilderness 

Old Testament eyes that could shatter 
the crystal of our field glasses. 

Snowy owl up there 

With a four-foot wing spread 
Snowy owl 

All the way from the Arctic tundra 
To electrocute us 

With your yellow gaze 
Ripples of a dark Arctic lake 
Down your sun-puffed chest 
You god us 

As we grease around below 
Noised into our machines. 

Snowy owl 

Silent 

The key to our city 

Isn’t good enough 
We will set it with jewels 

Build our city snowy beautiful. 
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A shot 

Almost nobody hears 

Through pneumatic drills. 
The Arctic guest topples 
Blood on the snow 
A smashed thing 

Too much to bear on our TV antennae 
The snowy owl. 


[Imprints] 
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BLACK 


Black for a witch’s hat 
Black paint-pot of night 
Black furs the sun 
Crosses in front 
Howls Black Mass 

Eyes sulphur and brimstone 
Stares hell fires 

Black cat howls death 
In the icy below 
Howls death 

From the blackened plum tree 
Howls beneath the window 
Of the dying child 
Howls for the death-heat 
Of her fever 

“How do you dare let a cat 
Howl to death outside” 
the doctor says 

“With your child dying in here?” 
We open our kitchen door 
To the howling thing, 

Its black fur grey-stiff 
Icicles about its breath 
Shaking like our child 
In a death-chill. 

We warm the cat 

In the broth-fragrant steam 
Of our kitchen 
Cuddle the cat to its lost purr 
Feed it liver 

Till its fur shines black rainbow 
Black cat black black. 

Our black cat crosses her path, 
Leaps her pillow. 

The child lives. 


[Etchings] 
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CAN’T SPOIL 


Break down the dunes, 

Jam buildings to sea’s edge, 

Lop off the shore to boardwalks, 

Pour concrete to a stone lather 
Shaving earth. 

Billboard the bay, 

Break up the sunset 

With quick-rise buildings. 

Bulldoze great trees, 

Dynamite hills, 

Quarry their guts out, 

Broom the countryside off the thruway. 

Chew up the balance of nature like a wad of gum, 
Confine the remains of chlorophyll 
To concrete tubs, 

Plant plastic greenery, 

Make sewers of your rivers 

Foul your lakes, 

But you can’t spoil the sea 

You can ram buildings down the shore’s throat, 
Smoke the sky with ads, 

But you can’t cup up the sea, 

Nor freeze it to crossways expressways 
Traffic circles, 

Main street horrors, 

Gas filling stations. 

The sea a Scheherazade of stories, 

Sun story moon story wind story, 
Crosses tales of the wind 

With moon and sun, 

Tosses the minutes in light, 

The hours in tides and currents, 

Has a voice for every wind and wave. 
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People building too elbow close to the sea 
Catch the hell of its hurricanes. 

Simmer in monoxide, 

Slap on the ads, 

Pour yourself in concrete at sea’s edge: 
You can’t ugly the sea. 


HE PUTS ON HIS SOCKS 

Stands by the night sea 
Putting on his socks 

Night sea he plunged with his clothes on 

Offered self dry dressed 

White shirt and tie and dacrons 

Dared and took the dare 

Leader without followers 

Heard the surf felt the moon pull 

Hurtled one with the waves 

Stands by the night sea 

Fish wet by the night sea 
Putting on his socks 
Nylon reinforced full fashioned 
Turns as if to plunge again 
Goes back to putting on his socks 
Dry socks on his moon feet sea feet 
In doubt about his plunge 
Sure of the putting on 
In sock apology 

For self to the sea 
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MORE OR LESS 


Waiting 
Let it be 

On a crowded corner 
A plaza — a circle 
Hotel lobby 

Waiting for you 
Always late 

Let it be in a plum cake 
Of surprises 

A fortune cookie 
Fountain of lights 
Let it be in the beat of footsteps 
Eyes glancing — lingering 
Waiting 

Let it be such a show window 
Displays so tempting 

That I no longer look at my watch 
No longer care whether you come or not 
Waiting for you 

Let me nibble away my appetite 

Don’t let me stay till the crowd thins 
When I can glitter off 

Leaving you to the crowded corner 
Thinning 


[Limbo (Vancouver BC), Vol. 1 No. 11, Jan 1965] 
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SHOW-OFF 


Kneeling to his rose-bushes 
In November 

He clips their bud their bloom 
Deprives the winterness 
Of summer velvet 
Down out of winds 

Looks across the hedge to his neighbor’s yard 
Deploring the free growing roses 
November show-offs 

Rowdies spreading themselves too late too soon 
Smiles on his thorned stubble 
Disciplined from saying summer 
Out of season 


[ Manifold\ 


COLD COLD 

Winter sharks into Indian summer 
my fingers are freezing stiff 
Must buy wool gloves 
to wear wear 

Can’t stop these tear explosions. 

I would ask my love to rub my hands warm 
the way he always — 

Died beside me in the night 

wool gloves to wear to his burial 
hands grey with cold 

but not as cold as his this day 
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SHADOWED CORNER 


Death 

From out the shadowed corner, 

Flamenco guitarist, 

Owner of the place, 

Double dealer, 

Fears the recessed dark 
Beneath his cafe stage, 

As he used to fear the dark about his bed 
In the mountains above Jerez, 

Would reach out to his guitar 
Feel its sunshiny wood. 

Phone cuts down his Alegrias 
Like blue-eyed grass: 

Another death threat — 

In debt to gangsters 

Borrowing for a place where he can always play, 
Like the flamenco cafes of Seville. 

Death 

From out the shadowed corner 

Red with low-burning candle flame. 

On almost empty nights 

When the wind keeps opening the door, 

He turns a tallow pale face 

Trying to see through his dark glasses 
Into the black past the red. 

Jumping off the stage 

He goes out the wind-opening door, 
Dark-glassing up the street down the street — 
Which way death blood violent, 

Up the street down the street across, 

Gun or knife or bomb blast, 

Blinding acid — 

Climbs back up to the sun-juicing light of his stage, 
Warms his guitar 

To the mountain fragrance of the cypress wood, 
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Dark-glassing anyone who slips into the shadows, 
Terror-sweat cold as death, 

He plays the siguiryas he heard in Jerez as a boy, 
Siguiryas of death play for a gypsy 
Stabbed at a juerga, 

Procession darking the dusty dawn road. 

He warms to the stage lights, 

The target-lighting stage lights, 

Looks into the red dark 
Never knowing when, 

Guessing where — 

Dies nightly 

On his lighted stage. 


[Encore, Winter 1967] 
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BANJO LOVE 


Fifty dollars 

Banjo clock 

Put out our purple fires 
I borrowed fifty 

Paid her back what I could. 

No hit and run — 

I live right here in her apartment 

My love for her she wears on her forehead 
An invisible jewel 

Rocketing to a love burst 
I spent much of the fifty 
On a gift for her 
Bought it off an old lady 

Who invited me up for rose hip tea 
A banjo clock 

With most of its wooden works 
For under fifty a steal 
Heart in a gold rush to my girl 
I held out the banjo clock 
And she said Junk 
I want my fifty 

Threw my belongings into the outer hall 
Smashed the banjo clock 
To boings mutters groans. 

Heart and mind not enough 
Pm searching for a girl with a soul 
Who makes a good living 
You know how love flies 
That window 
Always open 


[Loon] 
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EVENING MEAL 


My love 

Walks tall 

Up there in the upper winds 
That toss his hair lion’s mane 
His eyes the blue of distance 
I love him best 

When I surprise him in his lecture studio 
At supper time 

Before the tumult of his lecture night 
He bends over a wooden bowl 

Eating instant oatmeal with a wooden spoon 
Gothic light about his head 
He is back to the time 
When his mother drudged sugar beets 
Out of the fields 
To put cereal in his bowl. 


[Free Lance ] 
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NEW-WASHED HAIR 


My new-washed hair 

floats out across the sun sill. 

Strands float the wind to other sills, 
Casement above Loch Lomond 
In the heather light of evening 
New-washed hair 

Across the Florentine sill, 

Hair golden with the light of Florence 

Hair new-washed 

Above Lake Lugano, 

Floating soft to the dip of oars 
Hair in sun-sweet scent among the oleanders, 
Deep sill above a Square in Copenhagen, 
Wine light in Alpine glow, 

Fresh as a field beyond Dresden, 

Red-tiled roofs of Prague 
Strands across this sill 
Tendril rivers seas, 

Hold cities of the world 
Like jeweled combs 
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SOMETHING CALLED BUSINESS 

Delicious as bonbons 
Tart as limeade 

Listening to Papa and Uncle Austin 
Talking something big called business 
Past my coloring book 
Silver futures up wheat off 
Rising interest rates slightly heavier trading 
Soybeans climbing on lack of rain 
Exciting safe 

Stocks bring me my toys and party dresses 
And even my puppy Perky 
Papa left me some blue-chip stocks 
A bilious pellet or two or three 
I read the financial pages 
The twittering market in chills and fever 
At the least piece of news 
Military alert choice of VP 
Manic depressive market 
Over a possible force majeure in Peru 
Flurry of late selling 
Lowers soybean prices 
My broker calls with a good proposition 
And I pretend to comprehend 

Renewed profit taking backlog liquidity 
Growth estimate for the gross national product 
Big business keeps me in the house of mysteries 
Exciting safe 
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LARGE ECONOMY 


Why I live across the bridge from my wife 
Wouldn’t look good in the divorce papers. 

I can’t cry mental cruelty 

Because she preferred a smaller bathroom 
In a better neighborhood 
To a bigger bathroom in a sagging neighborhood: 
Even so I might still be living 

With my wife and three daughters 
If she could swear off the large economy size: 

On the tightrope sink 

She places a bottle of mouthwash 

Too massive for the medicine cabinet: 

Clumsy I’m called 

For much breaking of glass. 

Soap the economy size 

She places on a collapsible easel 
That catapults the bar 

To the crevice behind our undersized toilet bowl, 
And when you consider I too am the large economy, 
Of course I bark my shins on the laundry hamper; 

If I stand erect I hit the clothes bar 
That holds the wash 

Of my three darling daughters 
Who have trouble going near the water: 

The mini tub is knee to chin, 

Shampoo bottles tumbling; 

Creams and lotions on the toilet ledge 
Fall in if I’m free with my elbows; 

Large economy toothpaste fights the deodorant 
For position on the shelves 
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But of course I can no more admit 
I fled across the bridge 
Because of our bathroom 
Than anyone could own up to a petulant motive 
For murder. 

My bachelor bathroom is rather boxy 
But I buy sample sizes 


OVER THE ROOF 

I lead my guests 

Over the roof of the high-rise 
To the building where the elevator 
Is working 

Look look at all those stars 
Like branches heavy with fruit 
But they are looking down 
Between stars and city lights 
In sea sparklets 

Worried about possible holes in the roof 
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GRINNING 


Piano keys a white forest 
Hung with tones 
For my child fingers 
But keys that invited 

To their white cool 
Began to demand 
Hours of practice 
Days of practice 
Years of practice 
I greeded after more and more 
Tonal Fruit 

Piano keys withholding 
Taunting You’re not good enough 
Not good enough 
Not good enough 
My white forest 

A row of grinning teeth 
Chewing off my hands 
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SCHIRMER ENVELOPE 


Musician 

I’m a musician 

Musician of Manhattan 

Field mark 

My Schirmer envelope 
I enter Schirmer’s 

Underneath the gold frown 
Of Beethoven 

The salesclerk puts my Skriabin 
Into brown paper 
But I want a Schirmer envelope 
Yes a Schirmer envelope 
Peaches and cream 
With cardboard buttons 

Wound round with peach cord 
Oh we don’t have them anymore 
Too expensive 
We’re cutting down on frills 
Frills he calls it 

The peaches and cream envelope 

With the cord wound buttons 
How else can I walk the streets of Manhattan 
Musician 
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SHININGEST 


Up from Ponce 

To el Barrio 

She has something silver. 

Plaster may be cracking, 

Floorboards splintered, 

But she has a silver hand-mirror 

With the birds and flowers of her isle 
Gleaming as the phosphorescent bay of Ponce: 
When you look into a silver hand-mirror 
You shine southern moon; 

On the subway 

Going into the deeps of her handbag, 

She passes the mirror along 
To her three little girls 
They comb their hair to a dark sheen 
In the moon-silver mirror 


RUN ALONG 

Street boys 

Summer shooed 
Chased out of drugstores 
Supermarkets firehouses 
Have no village smithy to hang around 
No mender of nets by the sea 

No whittler of wood at the roadside 
No teller of tales 

But for a few there is the security guard 
At a discount store. 

He is their father man Never chases, 
Asks how goes it 
Knows their names 
Has at least a pine cone of minutes 
For their questions 
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RAIN CATS 


Our black-and-white 
Our Siamese 

Fur in to watch the rain 
Blue sapphires accept 
The slanting silver 
Golden sapphires 

Dance with the drops 

[Two Bit Bird Sheet, Series 1 No 2, Konglomerati Press, FL] 


PUSH TOY 

Popup people 

Exploding popcorn 
Popped double popped 
Triple popped 
Quadruple popped 
My two-year-old’s push toy 
My toy it speaks to me 
Pop pop pop pop pop 
People in plastic 
Compelled to pop up 
pop up pop up 
At every turn of the toy 
Popup people in every office 
Whenever activated 
Popping high as the plastic allows 
Pop pop pop pop pop 
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ONE EYE TWO EYE THREE EYE 

Down from the local high-school 
I come upon the moderns 
And burst my laugh pod. 

Those three-eyed ladies, 

Necks from here to Sunday 
Boys with blue faces 
Circle of nudes dancing headless 
Off the canvas, 

Globs squeezed from pastry tubes, 

Spatter-grease paintings, 

Laugh into the surrounding silence. 

Then I knock at the art books 
Inquiring why the moderns 
Are not for laughter. 

Learn about non objective, 

Non representational, 

About fauvism dada surreal, 

Stand silent now 

Before the three eyed, 

Rummagings junk-yards, 

The wiggleworts, 

Before op and pop, 

Deflatables — 

Stand empty, 

Wanting my laughter back 

[Lake Superior Review, Vol 4 No 3, Winter 1973-74] 


< 128 > 



SWEET USES OF THE DAY 


Sweet uses of the day 
Park day, 

Small dogs on twinkle paws, 

Big galumphers, 

Cats on shoulders, 

Baby carriages squeaking with treasure, 
Painters on rocks in coves, 

Birdwatchers lifting lens, 

Rowers splashing oar, 

Whir of bike wheels pigeon wings, 

Boys climbing the rocks to Everest, 
Lovers along grassy slopes 

The munchers crunchers kite flyers, 
Squirrel feeders shadow boxers, 
Sweet sweet uses, 

Sweet uses of the day, 

Park day 
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WHERE SELFS AT 


Self awareness self actualization 
Tonight’s group stares down center 
Of their circle 
As if for self to burst up out 

Of a surprise cake hidden in the floor 
Some bend forward as if to shoot craps 
Maybe win a self 
Nobody talks much 

Waiting for self to happen 

Group leader blows up her words 
To a rubber life raft 

But they just tread water 
And you? she asks a girl 
Whose unsaid words 

Seem ready to explode her forehead 
Turn me on says the beaded and belled fugitive 
From a bad LSD trip 
Monday you turned me on for a while 
Why can’t you turn me on tonight ? 

Group leader suggests a moment 
Of transcendental meditation 
In which time they creak their chairs 
Discover their fingernails 
Self must be somewhere in the silence 
A few open their attic trunks 
To word scraps 

Voice of the leader sags like metatarsals 
Those she placed in a circle 
Toward self actualization 
Go out into the trafficked night 
Stood up again in their date with self 
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LOST KITTEN 


Sign on a lamp-post 
In a city of eight million people 
sixteen million lamp-posts 
And how many million pets 
Read the penciled cardboard 
As you pass 

Read about the lost kitten 
Orange and white 
An orange spot on her cheek 
Find if you can 
Return if you will 
One orange kitten 
Somewhere streets beyond streets 
Alleys within alleys 

Basements and sub-basements return a kitten 
With an orange spot on her cheek 
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MASTERPIECES 


Tick tock the genius clock, 

Dickery dock, 

The mouse ran up a masterpiece, 

World, stop banging the pan, 

Banging the pan, 

Expecting me to compose a major work, 

A symphony. 

The great composers created at least nine, 
Hickery dickery, 

It’s time for me to run up a masterpiece 

Must you clamor for a tapestry, 

When I give you my samplers? 

Can’t you take my pebble notes 
Without expecting a continent? 

Let me beguile you awhile, 

Stop considering my tone poems 
A lull before the storming symphony: 

I am the dew, not the thunder and lightning; 

One flower, not all creation; 

A scrap on the wind, not a super jet. 

Enjoy my sherbet — 

Find your meat and potatoes elsewhere. 
Enjoy my dance 

Without expecting me to turn weight lifter. 
My music is a brook, not the sea. 

I am master of the non masterpiece. 

Hear hum what I am 
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FIXTURE 


Insects from summer, 

Dead dots on the platter of the ceiling light 
You fixed for me. 

I take it down to replace the bulb, 

Hoping your work will hold. 

Was it all that wattage 

Since you stood on the kitchen table 
In the mysteries of repair, 

Summer when you were up there, 

A red-shouldered hawk? 

And now I am left with dead dots 
To clear from the frosted crystal. 
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OUR GREECE 


Greece to Jackie 
Greece to Isadora 
Greece to me 

Jackie’s Greece 

Adjusting to Onassis 
Too late for Phidias 

She goes up in flashbulbs 
Isadora’s Greece 
Moon white 

To be danced 
Her tears watered its red earth 
Her laughter curled the cypresses 
Greece to me 

The blackened caves of shepherds 
In the cliffs beneath skyed eagles 
Byron swimming the Hellespont 
Club foot whitely finning 
White worm curled in a bowl of currants 
Olivewood dog in my palm 
Jackie could buy a seat on Olympus 
Isadora the wealth of Maenads 
I am rich in Euripides 

He lit my fires 


< 134 > 



CICERO’S DANTE 


Dante by your hospital bed 

Dear Cicero 

Cover held together with mystic mending tape 
Hand-tooled Florentine leather 
Scattering pollen dust at a touch 
Pages coffee stained rain swollen 
Underscorings thick as brambles 
Cicero Cicero 

Eyes in brown burn 
Hair silvered as an olive grove 
Cicero’s Dante 
Cicero who stood as a boy 

In front of Our Lady of Pompeii 
Asking the women to help overthrow Mussolini 

By throwing their jewels into the collection plate 
Cicero read in his Italianate voice 

From the one book by his bed table. 


HOW IT WENT 

I rode a horse in Barcelona 
Carousel in Budapest 
Sailed a boat in the Bahamas 

Swam in the bay of Ragusa 
Flew a plane over Antwerp 

Rode a horse in Barcelona 
A horse in Barcelona 
Barcelona 
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IN CIUDAD 


Pigs feed on the grassy traffic strip 
In Ciudad great Ciudad, 

A lost goat slips hoof 

On the cemented Fair grounds, 

Rags his broken tether round the fountain, 

Manuelo’s goat is always taking off. 

Chickens peck at the lawn 
Of a luxury hotel. 

A bat-winged moth 

Gets in the way of the TV screen 
In Ciudad Ciudad Trujillo 

People step off the sidewalk 
Into the cars 

To let a burro pass. 

An army horse climbs the fence, 

Where Trujillo used to live. 

A goose is loose on Conde street. 

He looks in at the Tiffany’s of Ciudad. 

Somebody’s something 
Is always loose in Ciudad Trujillo. 

A couple of cocks claw-foot 
Past Columbus’s house. 

Cars turn aside for the horse without rider. 

Who cares what’s loose in Ciudad? 

Who cares by the Caribbean? 

[Massachusetts Review, Spring 1962] 
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MOTHER STEVENS 


Mother Stevens 
Wears on and on 

Like stony farm land, 

Like a loathed coat, 

Wears down the years of our marriage 

Mother Stevens into Grandmother Stevens, 
Great-grandmother Stevens 
Ronnie boy his Mother’s son, 

My baby 

Mother Stevens 
Missed her son’s wedding 
To a beauty contest winner 
From Akron. 

Telegram lost, she said, 

Under her stateroom rug, 

Lost like a tattoo. 

Mother Stevens, 

Grandmother, 

Great-grandmother, 

Gave back my wedding picture, 

All Aprils in that tulle, 

Face so wedding picture wonderful, 

I might have been Miss America, 

But I married her Ronny boy. 

Mother Stevens, 

Humpty dumpty without fall, 

Her rosewood table is heirloom set 
With family pictures, 

Mother Father Brothers Sister, 
Grandchildren Great-grandchildren, 
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Sun boy everywhere 

From Fauntleroy to Yale man, 

To Papa-prepared Vice Presidency, 
Mother and Son Mother and Son, 
Mother and Son, 

Only wedding tulle her own. 

I’d like my picture taken she thin-mouths, 
At this table in the feast. 

Of all our family photographs. 

Me Pm not there. 

But I guess the one who takes the picture 
Never is 


WITH PRESENTS 

They come into my dressing-room with presents, 
Even best-friend diamonds, 

The usual flowers, 

But I turn on to your offbeat gifts: 

Snapshot of a deer by a brook, 

A bayberry frog, 

Picture of Bernhardt 

In pants suit of her own design, 

Flower of beads for my hair, 

Postage-stamp falcon. 


[Coe Review, Issue 2, Fall 1972] 


< 138 > 



TIMEY TELL 


Doll all mine 

Timey Tell the newest 
She has a watch you can set 
To hear her schedule 
With a tinkly alarm 

Like flower-bells ringing 
Every minute on the minute 

Timey tells me what to do for her 
Feed me 
Comb my hair 
Wash my face 
Tie my shoe 
Fun fun no fun 

Minutes a lot of little bugs 
Crawling all over me 

When I want to go out and play. 
Such a honey-candy doll 

But I kick her across the room 
Kick hard as I can. 

She lets go with all her timey tells 
In squeaks and squishes. 

How could you? of course they say 
Mama and my Aunts 

And both my Grandmothers 
And Papa when he comes home 
How could you? 

How could you? 

I could 


[Coe Review, Issue 2, Fall 1972] 
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GERTRUDE RED 


Gertrude 
No other name 

For a brunette among my paperdolls 
To be Gertrude 

Her dresses had to be crayoned red 
Even now a blonde a Titian 
Gertrude bothers me 
I buy a Gertrude doll for my little girl 
Hair curling dark 
Red pinafore 

She rejects the name Gertrude 

calls her doll by the blondest of all names 

Anne 


[Coe Review #10] 
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LAWYER 


Rowena Rowena 

blue dark plum dark 

walks her bike up the Nassau hill 

laughs through a cloud of coral dust 

Rowena Rowena 

makes a song of her name 
a call through the isles and out to sea 

Rowena Rowena 

mother works like the slaves we were 
she gives me what she can 
but I don’t want to grow up like mother 
back there in the colored section. 

I want to be a lawyer 

go out into the world and study law 

before the law the least is great 

Rowena Rowena 

reaches a red hibiscus for her hair 

walks under Bahamian fruits 

mangoes sea grapes pomegranates 

not there for the picking 

all belonging to someone according to law 

looks past coraled water 

melted beryl and amethyst 

to the far blue 

whale-bellied ships silvered flight 
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Rowena Rowena 

bikes to the law court at Rawson Square 
white wigged justice crown and scepter 
justice clear as the seas below 
straight through to ribbed sand sea hair 
a lawyer I’m going to be a lawyer 
walk a just world 

I, Rowena 


[Beloit Poetry Journal, Spring 1957] 
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CLAY STARS 


Pencil point sharpened for flight, n 
Sandy shavings yellow-edged 
As cedar waxwings tails, 

My two-year-old jabs the paper 
To tree holes he says, 

Star holes like a Paul Revere lantern. 

Clay stars at the new ceramic shop 
Round the city corner 
Where few people pass, 

And nobody goes in, 

Shop of a young black couple 
Windows worth being alongside Tiffany’s. 

After watching them painting perfecting 
Into the night, 

I clasp my hands wishing their shop well. 

Ceramic lion mustard in the sun, 

Cats on cushion, 

So well I would if I could 
Direct traffic down their street. 

I ask how they are doing 
And they say mail order, 

So did Wanamaker’s. 

Trout down the street, 

Five dollars and twenty-five cents, 

Trout (small) $5.25: 

The West Side highway crumbling, 

I’ll bike along in glorious freedom from cars, 

Luxuriate as over an ancient city 
Gone to jackals: 

Jimmy Carter’s after-shave lotion smile, 

Please not our President, 

Jab jab jab jab, 

Tree holes star holes 

My little son rides off on his wooden giraffe. 

11 This poem is part of a series called “The Flying Pencil Poems.” They were an 
exercise in which Emilie did more fantasy and free association than was 
customary for her. This appears to be the only surviving poem of this 
experiment. 
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QUEEN 


Queen of the Bahamas, 

Dark-skinned queen in gold-starred gown, 
Nassau her royal carpet 
Woven of palm fronds, 

Walks poinciana 

With flowered crown and palm scepter, 
Carrying sweet-scented oleanders, 
Queens it queen says it, 

Queen I am queen 
In gilded sandals. 

She mounts the queen’s staircase, 
Sixty-three steps carved from rock by slaves, 
Mounts royally as the last of the Lucayans. 

Tourists acclaim her with camera flash, 
Dark-skinned in gold-starred gown, 

She raises her scepter, 

Queens it queen says it 

Queen I am queen. 


STRANGE SHORE 

Waters lone waters 

Trying out a strange shore 
Familiar in their lappings 

As the lake of past summers 
Yet foreign 
Yet far 

I extend my hand 

Reaching neither shore. 
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SMELL OF SPAIN 


The book I loaned you 
Where have you had it? 

Its pages smell of a mountain road in Spain, 

Of gypsy campfires along the Guadalivir, 

Juergas in the caves of the Sierra Morena. 

So does your guitar .. . 

Legend has it 

That the guitars of flamencos with el duende 
Smoke to fierce farrucas; 

The cypress smoke of your guitar is in my book; 

My nostrils flare with it 
Like a horse to the scent of apples. 

I never noticed its cypress 
When you were with me, 

Only when you closed your guitar 
Into its black case lined with green velvet 
And went on down the road 
I don’t know where. 

[Poet Lore, Spring 1972] 


< 145 > 



HYPNOTIST 


Come under my eyes of the sun 
Lift your sunflower heads to me: 

I am your priest, 

With pomegranates and bells. 

My hands are cool as jade. 

I am Ra I am Krishna. 

Give your will into my keeping 
As you would a jewel into your jewel-box, 

Seed to the soil. 

Come to me yielding as lake water, 

You who are heavy with the business day. 
Through me you will be flowers of the sun. 

I will lift your cares 
To blown milkweed feathers 
By placing my hands on your shoulders 
And looking into your eyes 
Until you sleep the sleep of waking. 

As I tell you how you will be as the new day, 
Your cares will fall from you 
Like an ill-fitting cloak. 

I will word away your headache 
Your back pains, 

Your nerves will become as temple bells. 

Like the loaves and fishes 
There is enough for all to be filled. 

I have prepared a feast for you, 

Children of the sun. 

I cradle you into a waking sleep, 

Bring you to the lotus pool. 

You will lie down in snows 
That are as ermine, 

And awaken in radiance. 

I have written words in cloth to say to you, 
Lest the stir of paper disturb you. 

In the petaled depths of healing 
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You will walk cool in the heat of the day. 

Through my will you come into your will, 

New as a star world forming. 

Tonight I prepare a feast. 

I wait, 

Wait and no one comes. 

Not one, 

When I have the eye of the sun 
And the spell of the moon 
And the stars for you. 

I could lie on my belly 

And kick and scream like an unloved — 

I am close to crying. 

My power is struck like a scythe 
Into the heart’s wood of an oak. 

No one looks up to the light of my studio, 

Until now there is no light. 

[Poet Lore, Autumn 1971] 
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MIRROR SWIM 


I swim the length of the pool 

Looking up at my lotus whiteness 
In Nile green 

Swim myself long of line for my love 
A Tahitian maiden 
Scattering rainbows 

Copper mirrors of the pool 
Have clouded over 
No one comes up out of Egypt 
The clock is always quarter past five 
Five fourteen to be exact 

[Poet Lore, 1970] 


RAIN HAMMERED 

Rain down there 

Goldsmith rain under the street lamp 
Hammering out a golden flower 
On the night-blue asphalt 
Many rays rippling 

In the night darkening to divorce 

Rain hammering out another flower 
Under the street lamp 
Another flower and another flower 
Beneath strange bedrooms 
Tonight from a window 

I looked down on the golden flower 
I can’t wear in my hair 
Nor pin to my gown 
Flower rain is always hammering 
Into night-blue asphalt 
Flower of alone 

[Poet Lore, Winter 1973] 
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ACROSS MILES 


[In memoriam, John Williams Andrews (1898-1975), 
editor of Poet Lore.] 


I wakened in the night 

to a tooth in nerve pandemonium 
A purple presence 

calmed me with a whispered 
it’s all right it will stop 
so you can sleep 
and it did it stopped 

and I read of your death next day 
Poet John 
Editor John 


Great man 

You who touched my own word flowers 
into bloom 

In that shadow instant 

I wondered who is my angel 
You I think 

Seeing how it is with your poetry people 
Before going on. 


[Poet Lore, Summer 1975] 
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GRASSHOPPER HILL 


He lives on grasshopper hill 
On grasshopper hill 
In a house of grasshopper green 
Contrary to snowberry lane 
Without snowberries 
Egg pie hollow 

No egg pie no hollow 
Hills no longer hills 
Grasshopper hill is a hill 
With grasshoppers 
Green green hoppers 
He paints on grasshopper hill 

Paints grasshoppers on grasshopper hill 
Gold limned larger than the starry hills 
Titles one of the grasshopper paintings 
All Heaven Hears Us 

[Poet Lore, Fall 1977] 
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HORDE 


Make up your conch-shell mind 
Lady of the apartment mansion 
Which shall it be: 

The beast or the ivory 
Fang or figurine 
Silken screen or claw? 

Your leopard stretches 

On wall-to-wall carpeting 
Beyond the jade 

A black horde of primitives life-size — 
Your guests shriveled leaves 

In a vastness no objets d’art can fill. 

You’ve been shopping endlessly shopping 
Ordering this and this and this 
And that and that and that 
For your rug miles. 

Black horde in the hall 

Lotus pool Siberian tiger 
Beaded flowers in a silver bowl 
Jaguar about to spring: 

Whatever you can grab from the rapids of time 
Until you wind up a dead mouse 
On your living-room rug. 


[Poet Lore, Fall 1977] 
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MATTER OF SCRIPTURE 


Lay not up your treasure on earth — 

Not so much because moth and dust 
Doth corrupt — 

As in moving, 

Where you’re a dolphin caught up 
In a tuna net of things. 

Lay up your treasure in heaven. 

Some things are remembered heaven: 
They can tear you to tears. 

Maybe the scriptures should read 
Move not that ye be not moved 


[Poet Lore, Fall 1977] 


SMOKE 

Smoke before I ate of the pollution apple 
Glory skeins of the city river to river 
Shapes of smoke hues of smoke 
Lilac smoke of sunset 
Sunset smoke the rose of creation 
Renoir tones of afternoon 
Turner mists 
Before the apple 


[Poet Lore, Summer 1978] 
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CHAIR ON THE ROOF 


Little son 

My heart hurts 
It hurts 

You can go from three to thirty-three 
It will still hurt 

Mommy, I want to take my chair up on the roof 
And sit in the rain. 

Don’t be ridiculous — 

You would get all wet. 

Just to see what it’s like, Mommy, 

Just to see. 

All right all right 

You’ll find out fast enough 

Grumbling mumbling 

I climb to the roof carrying 
your little blue chair, 

Plump it down in the rain. 

There now you know. 

He looks sadly up into my shut face 
And asks to go back down again. 


[Poet Lore, Summer 1978] 
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TWENTY ONCE 


Just twenty my son 
Yes I was twenty once 
He twirls a globe of jobs on his finger, 
Plans to be a composer 
Another Varese 
A Leonard Bernstein 
Hemingway 
Builder of sky cities 
Olympic ice skater 
While I Well I 

Am still at the third desk on the right 
In the credit department 


[Poet Lore, Spring 1979] 


NOTHING MUCH 

Nothing much grows 

In my cinder garden 
I tried phlox delphinium larkspur 
Planted avocados cucumbers potatoes 
Winds brought no wild flowers 
Not even devil’s paintbrush 
So I’m planting pinwheels 
To a whirl 

[Poet Lore, Spring 1979] 
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BUT THE BIRD 


Arms out to greet one another 
along the Park path 
But the bird — 

I lift a finger to the lips of silence — 
bird between 

our outflinging our smile-light. 

Both of us gaze down to the least stirring 
in the knotweed: 

A rare bird shy bird 
the mourning warbler 
more urgent than our coming together 
after months of no seeing. 

Friend greet friend extend your arms, 
but the bird, 
the bird between! 

[Poet Lore, Spring 1979] 
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ANOTHER MAY 


Dead tree 

In the May dance of green 
Sun streamered 
Queen of the May 
Green maidens bow before you 
Green maidens dancing caroling 
Breezes bring you the petals 
Of flowering trees 
Wisteria locust wild peach 
Winds snow the seeds of elms 
Into earthed clefts and hollows 
That you may green another May. 


< 156 > 



ELEVEN CENTS 


What’s the postage to Paris? 

How many of your paradise birds, 

Flying eagles heroes statesmen? 

Your assorted sizes colors, 

Clay reds dusk blues, 

Eleven cents to Paris — 

For the first ounce, that is! 

How many stamps for Greece? 

For Delphi? 

Eleven cents for Delphi, 

And Israel Tel Aviv? 

I’m flying round the globe today 
In a paper plane, 

Oh, you want to send it airmail? 

No, not airmail, 

How much to Guatemala? 

Eleven cents anywhere, 

The Postmaster says. 

Bikini? Tasmania? Antarctic? 

Eleven cents, anywhere in the world. 
Postmaster throws crepe paper streamers 
Round the earth, 

Sun-sings the globe. 

For eleven cents 

Anyone can wake up in the morning anywhere 
And find a letter at the door, 

Anywhere to anywhere, 

Eleven cents anywhere 
Anywhere in the world 


[Prairie Schooner, Winter 1966] 
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THE COMPILER 


I tell the man 

About my bird in the knotweed, 

The tall man tree-topped with a blue beret, 

A leaf puffed a little, 

Twinked such yellow in my eyes 

It could have been a mirror to the sun, 

In a bird no bigger than a warbler, 

All the yellower for its black, 

“A Kentucky.” — 

“The Kentucky, you say, 

And how did he behave?” — 

“What do you mean, How did he behave? 

He was poking about the underbrush, 

In a glimpse I mistook him for a yellow-throat 
With a sloppy black mask.” — 

“Well, how did you see him?” — 

“He hopped onto a rock.” — 

“What makes you think it was a Kentucky? 

Nobody else saw one. 

What were the identifying marks?” — 

“I told you — the almost mask, 

Sideburns, really, yellow spectacles. 

What is this? I’ve committed no crime. 

I simply saw a yellow bird 
Sun flashing the ground leaves.” — 

“That’s Mr. Beardsley,” a birder says, 

“Compiler of bird lists for libraries, 

Writer of a book on birds of Central Park. 

He’s the Hamlet of our woods, 

Lifting binoculars belonging to his father 
And his father’s father. 

He made The New York Times for finding the Swainson’s.” — 
Mr. Beardsley loops back to the birders, 

“Another query: did you catch the alleged Kentucky’s song?” 

— “No. The bird didn’t oblige.” 

He stiffens on, 

Taking my bird with him. 
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A FLYSPECK AWAY FROM PERFECTION 


Coins precious past spending, 

Great beyond Caesar 

Coins of the catalogue have palette, patina, 
The feathers of their tails are numbered, 
Genealogies trace to the mint bag, 

No woman is as scanned 
For fault and faultless, 

Coin in mint frost, collector’s morning, 

Mint red, the sun 

Bosoms draped, half draped 
In coin auction striptease, 

Excruciating news of the hollow stars, 
Damnation in fine print, 

Cleaned with an eraser 
By some fool, 

The only wear we can make out 
Is on Liberty’s breast, 

Coin in gem condition 

Despite picayune bagmarks near nose 

Absolutely pristine 
Truly splendid! 

Approaches superb quality 
Save for microscopic spots 

Seen only by the perfectionist, 
Proof plagued by a single scratch, 

Only a flyspeck away from perfection, 
Small spot of beeswax 

Which hasn’t done any harm, 

Would be a crime to clean this one, 
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Coin stalk up to the harp, 

The golden egg, 

Past sleeping giant 
To gem proof, 

Coins no longer for the palm, 
Coins for thumb and forefinger. 


[Southwest Review, Winter 1960] 
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BALLOON BRIGHT 


Balloon brights, balls of light, balloons a silver quarter, 

colors clear as lollipops well licked, 

shiny new as the leaves of the Park, 

blast of creation blowing them big, 

gaseous birth — behold, the expanding universe, 

pressured to bursting — each explosion, alarm of the fragile. 

Why a balloon? Bright skin — no meat, no fruit, no brain, 
question the merchandise — Will it wear? Is it dye fast? 

It’s a long tease for a short burst, 
a quarter’s worth of nothing but a want, 

What is it, the globe of the world on the end of a string? 

A bauble, a bubble, balloon for hobbling delight, 

buy it for the bursting, a lesson in not lasting, 

put it in a hand expecting to hold brightness forever, 

trees warn those who look beyond their own balloon, 

bits of rubber, snarled cords, balloons withering on branches, 

every burst balloon breaks a sac of tears never salt wetter 

than for a gone balloon. 

Hands feel the tug of the cord — the world a caught fish, 

cords tied to wrists survive a balloon 

for some ceiling, there to die slowly, 

but with the cord in hand, it's a balloon bright world. 

Suns —yellow suns, orange suns — the yellow, blue, no, red, 

first breeze light fingers — lifts, 

balloon clears roofs, wires, treetops, 

balloon that hobbled in hand, now a sky wanderer, 

globe of light reeling through the winds of upper air, 

smaller and smaller in space — space itself, 

child looking up to a lost balloon sees the heavens. 

[Southwest Review, Winter 1955] 
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HURDY GURDY 


Gone with the whooping crane 

Street organ spilling out spring 

Bright capped monkey begging the coin of days 

Crane to plane 

Hurdy gurdy to traffic noise 

City stones still crevice the music 

The Traviatas O Sole Mios 

As Pompeii dances chameleons 

Jangle joy jangle 

Hurdy gurdy the Jericho of stone and steel 
Turning lost springs in a tumble of pins 
Whirling walls to bits of colored glass 
Sings the stones dances feet 
Moment a bright-capped monkey 
Coin flashed to stay 
Coins given into the hands of children 
To remember the spring of the street organ 

Hurdy gurdy in joy jangle 
Loose jointed peasant dirndling 12 
Rag picker of melody 

Street Habanera Celeste A ida 

Spring air fulled to reeds 
Hark how the sailor’s cry 
Joyously echoes nigh ... 


12 Dirndling. A loose-fitting peasant dress. 
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Street organ spills our hearts 

As we dare not spill them 

Stirs the sun like a curtain of beads 

Thronging springs of a left over street organ 

No longer waiting out the years 

In some lost hallway 

People close the circle 

Keep the hurdy gurdy turning 

Turning into darkness 


[Southwest Review, Spring 1959] 
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MOON EMPTY 


The greenhouse is going 

Greenhouse in the brownstone across 
Greenhouse lighted in the night 
Ferns golded 

Young birches gold-greening 
Up to the slanting roof of glass 

This winter-wind day 

Crates are stacked like cornstalks 
The plants are leaving 
Spring of winter leaving 
Gone by dusk 

The greenhouse flat with floor 
Moon-empty in the night 


[Southwest Review, Winter 1981] 
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THE LAUGHING STONE 


Calling demolition, 

World Wrecking Company, please, 

That old music-school up on Fifty-ninth 
Has got to go, 

Property values are out of this world, 

But it’s a mess among the leveled, 

Stone royalty, 

Italian Renaissance, a Venetian palace, 

Bronze doors worthy of Ghiberti, 

Stone carvings in the tradition of Donatello, 
Slate mansard roof in the tones of the dove, 

Its life as long as art. 

Enter in unhurried, 

Come out the artist Tebaldi is, 

Copland, Rubinstein. 

The society of historic landmarks 
Tried to save the building, 

They took up a collection in the thousands 
When they need millions. 

Quick-brick luxury rentals will be hustled up, 
Floors chummy with ceilings, 

Tomorrow’s slum pudding in mortar-drip. 

Dust for the World Wrecking Company, 

A building this old, 

They bring their lighter cranes and bulldozers. 

A flecking of crowbars, 

The mansard roof slates back 

To a dome of glass, smashing-easy. 

That cussed building! 

Crash helmets are pushed back 
For a puzzled head scratch. 

It defies the world wrecksperts, 

Why, it will no more take a scaffold 
Than a lion a leash. 

Somehow the building wrecks the scaffold: 
its carving seems to claw it. 
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The glass dome — 

Every time they try to crack their egg, 

Well, you would swear it turns steel battle-shield 
Before your eyes, 

A great warrior behind it fending off all blows. 

The World Wrecking Company 
Has a planning meeting: 

How to muster better equipment; 

How to deal with a crew 
Superstitious enough to stump Columbus. 

That infernal music-school 
Seems to use sound in reverse, 

Says a pencil-twiddling VI? 

Years of racket have firmed its fibers, 

Unlike Jericho, sound seems to hold it together. 

They send out bulldozers of steen bull-power, 

Six wrecking balls real ton smashers, 

Converge in crash helmets hard-red to the sun. 

The slate roof becomes as the flight of doves, 

There and not there, 

Nothing to work on, 

For a twinkle, the limestone blocks turn to glass, 
Burst out laughing in the sun. 

Cranes build higher 

To a mightier fall of the wrecking ball, 

Six battle towers all swinging at the music-school. 

World Wrecking Company executives drive up. 
The president, himself, directs, 

Nods for dynamite, 

Police cordon off the street against the great fall, 
Against examining the unscathed stone, 

People crowd in by car and bus and plane 

To witness the building that won’t be demolished. 
It’s front-page news, the talk of TV, 

Has the soothsayers soothing, 
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Is a pilgrimage. 

Music students fiber with sound, 

The building that stands Gibraltar 
Against the bulldozers, the wrecking ball, 
Adamant to dynamite. 

All look up to the dove-toned slate, 

The leisured carving. 

If seen just right in the sun, 

The music-school turns gold glass mountain, 
All laughing lights 


[Southwest Review, Autumn 1962] 
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WAITING TO GO ON 


Waiting for her cue 

In the once night club, 

She is on the stairs of home 
And the stairs of here, 

Dragoned stairs, 

Snow a giant step on the roof, 

Creeping beasts of the coal bin 
Snorting below, 

The room may never be reached 
In the falling away of dark stairs 
To the red-eye night 

Darked to stage stairs 
Waiting her cue, 

She starts at the metal sheets 
Shuddering above her head 
Like ghost foil, 

Her own voice whispering her lines 
Is an incantation 

Against terror stairs, 

The drama played out back here 

In the fire thirst cold-sweat palms, 
Quaking foil her stage fright, 

Its creeping terror along her spine. 

She opens the door a crack 

To the white-gold room out there, 

Night terrors clutched in with stage fright, 
Living-room of grown-ups 
Who have pushed her out, 

She stands tar fixed on the night stairs 
Between two rooms 


[Southwest Review, Autumn 1971] 
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THREE EARLY POEMS, PUBLISHED 
IN A NEWSPAPER’S “POET’S CORNER” 


CIRCLES 

Circles whiz diz circles Midway fun 

circles furious circles uproarious 

jolt around clash around clang 

laugh around shriek around 

whirlpool cyclone tornado devil drive 

ferris wheel circles the circling ocean 

ferris wheel circles space 

One circle two circle three circled circus 

pony prance bear dance seal stance clown round 

jugglers acrobats wild westers beast tamers 

tent top aerialists three circling the circus 

win wheel spin wheel roulette 

lose win all in the spin 

dance wheel chance wheel 

Target circles stones tossed to circles 

rolled hoops round circles 

skate wheels car wheels 

wheeling round and round the earth round 

line the shortest distance between two points 

circle no point at all 

Parallel lines never meet 
hands join in a circle 
rondo roundelay 

modulations the circle round C to C 
skaters circle 

round flashing round flashing round 

Sun circle moon circle 
circling arms circling womb circling ocean 
circles round circles round circles round circles 
round round the planet round 
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SEA PUFFS 


Sea party on the sands. 

Sea party celebrating some first. 

First whale, sea horse, plankton. 
Blown foam the ball gowns 
From the looms of ocean lace makers 
Moon lit to iridescence. 

Petticoats upon petticoats 
To a Marie Antoinette puff. 

Sea ghosts moving to sea rhythms, 
And still they come 
In endless guest list. 

Announced by sea drums. 

Gulls crash the ball. 

Sand pipers sneak in on the plenty, 
Ghosts between earth and sea. 
Amoeba ghosts 
Subdividing to dance, 

With others becoming others. 

Some snatched back to the parent sea. 
Dance puffs downed — escaping, 
Ghosts gone in a glance. 
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FATHER 


Father’s profile in late light 
Bending over a bowl of soup, 

White crown of hair, haloed, 

Sun crayon along his features 
In strokes of great character, 

The judge’s gown put aside, 

For the bathrobe of olding years, 

After a life long as time In the 

Death of a son, brief as wind through grain, 

No stealing of fire, no turning 

Aside the cup in drunkenness. 

As an orchard takes the seasons, 

As an orchard bends to earth, 

The strength of Thy will be done, 

Bending over a bowl of soup, 

Profile pure to late light. 
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POEMS AMONG WORDS 












The following poems all appeared in ETC: A Review of General Semantics, 
a journal published by The Institute of General Semantics. ETC also 
published the poem, “Official,” which can be found in Volume 1 of this 
edition. 



ACME 


Cardinal neckwear 
Mermaid plastics 
Acme laundry 

Queens braidworks 
Cupid diaper service 
No rentals 
No overhead 
No taxes 

Words palace the hole in the wall 

World wrecking company 
Alpine store equipment 
Crown cafe Romanoff pharmacy 
Elite delicatessen 
Ascension balloons 
Expanding universe 
All the Acmes Paragons 
Atlases Eagles 
Aces Alladins Zeniths 
Splendor the business 
Ride it piggy back 

To the skies of Pegasus 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, June 1964] 
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BARBARA FRIETCHIE 


Who touches a hair 
Words that teased tangled frizzed 
Of yon grey head 
Barbara Frietchie 
To be my triumph 
For school assembly 
Dies like a dog. 

March on, he said 
To the lines I brought 
The lion’s roar 
The boom of the sea 
Dies like a dog 

A drum-beat of D’s 
My Barbara Frietchie 

Ready to tingle the assembly 
To its toes — 

Thursday before the performance 
I didn’t exactly die like a dog 
My throat swelled 

Not with deathless words 
But with the mumps 
I never stood up there 

With the voice of the sea 
Who touches a hair 
Of yon grey head 

The words stuck to me like burdocks 
Stinging me to act on many stages 
Yet in every stage room 
Every wait in the wings 
In all applause 
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Down every light beam 
I see I say 

Barbara Frietchie 
Who touches a hair of yon grey head 
Dies like a dog. 

March on, he said 


[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, September 1970] 
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DOT DASH 


Dot dash 

Dot dot dot dash 
Is walking Morse code 
He is 

SOS SOS SOS 

For those who get the message 
Mistakes inter office memos 
For telegrams 
Letters for memos 

Phone for telegrapher’s key 
Big man solid 

Presence more oak than wire 
Oak with roots rushing ether waves 
Chips syllables 
To marv stupend sensash 
Public relations his biz 
Comes to go 
Stops to start 
How else can he be 
A man of affairs 

No one knows him 

Not by book by chapter 
By paragraph by sentence 
Not even by syllable. 

Knows everybody 
Abs ev 

Calls self Mayor of Times Square 
Telegraphic as its lights 
Flaring as its window steaks 
In its pizza whirl 

You need shorthand to take down his leads 
Runs you round and round 
Round and round 
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Rotary blade raying the spectrum 
Faro wheel to fame and fortune 
Machine-guns all 

Who would linger by the willows 

Dot dash 

Dot dot dot dash 
No time to deciph 
This hot potat might pouf 
SOS disguised as TNT 
Bounces his bachelor rooms 
Long enough to Morse-code 
Parties openings 

Bathing 

Does he lie back 

In the womb warmth 
Steep long sentences 
Or is it soap where 
Hot cold hrr? 

Says love a lot 
Love love love 
Won’t you say “I” 

Try “I — I love — 

I love you.” 


[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, March 1965] 
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GOD’S PAD 


Where’s your pad 
Your diggings 
Your suite 

Your furnished unfurnished 
Housing project 

Penthouse basement 
Your renovated unrenovated 
Wherever our rooms 
Whatever the rent 

Twenty-seven a month two thousand seven hundred 
We live a mansion 

Blue densed ceiling unlimited 
In the motion sculpture of clouds 
Color organ of dawn and sunset 
Collage of stars 

River and sea for swimming pools 
Flowered wallpaper tree pillars 
All of us live in luxury 

Pay no rent other than living 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, March 1969] 
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NAME BIRDS 


Birds 
No birds 
No-name birds 
Feather nothings 
No sees 

Until the name says 
Here 
Word bird 
Known 

Blackburnian 

Here 

Fiery of throat 
Wilson’s 
Silly name 

But black-cap here 
Chickadee at the saying 
There's a chickadee 
Oriole 

In the flash of orange 
Redstart cardinal 
Named 
Known 

Full-feathered here 


[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, July 1962] 
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NAME LIFE 


Names sun everywhere 
Lighting an object 
Casting the shadow of its being. 
Whether a tree or a person 
A berry or a bird 
Without the name 

Nothing quite exists. 

The universe comes ready to be named 
From luna moth to dog star. 
Whatever you don’t know 
You can name to life 
Japanese tree Manhattan tree 
Sparkle rock 

Crazy-quilt bird ballerina cat. 

Name yourself 
To your own you. 


[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, September 1965] 
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SMALL STORY 


Voice over the wire, 

“How can I look up a news item 
With nothing to go on but the boy with the broom ? 

It was only a little over a week ago, 

He’s the boy in the supermarket who was killed 
Trying to fight off a gunman with a broom.” 

“New York or New Jersey?” 

“New Jersey, I think, 

But didn’t you read? Don’t you remember 
There were all kinds of stories 
On his heroism. 

The headlines called him the boy with the broom. ” 

— “Not our paper, I’m sure. 

A week ago you say? 

I find nothing about a boy with a broom 
Under New Jersey.” — 

“Well two weeks, then, no more.” 

“This must be your reference: 

Gordine, Walter 

Father’s name James H. Gordine.” — 

Parsifal Siegfried Saint George, 

His broom more shining than a sword, 

He fought with what he had, 

The boy with the broom — 

“The killer was apprehended when he —” 

“But that’s about the killer. 

What do you have in your folder about the boy?” — 

“Nothing — no folder. 

In the light of world news 
It’s a very small story.” 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, December 1963] 
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STAIR BUILDERS 


STAIR BUILDERS OF AMERICA 
Factory sign almost alchemist 
The feel of the stairs American stairs 
We build the stairs you climb 
And the stairs you don’t 
Mansion stairs for grand entrance 
Cellar stairs attic 
Stairs to the observatory 
Altar stairs 

Marble stairs of the courthouse 
Stairs to jump from 
Two three a time 

Tenement stairs stairs to the penthouse 

Fire stairs beach stairs 
Doll-house stairs 
Housework stairs 

Stairs to the lower garden 
Spiral stairs to secrets 
Stairs of an old mansion being demolished 
Broken-off above the rubble 
On their way up space 
Stair Builders of America 
Stairs to the stars 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, July 1963] 
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UPSIDE DOWN FLYING 


Stamp of stamps 

Stamped onto my forehead, 

Into my boy brain, 

Five dollar stamp 

Pasted in someone else’s book, 

Blue as blueberries that little square, 

Biplane upside down flying 

Into my fifties 
I still wear that stamp 

Like a metal plate in my head, 

Upside down plane 
Flying in foreverness 
Somewhere else, 

I cut lawns put up screens storm windows 
Shoveled coal 

For that thumb square of paper, 

Came by the cream too late for the blueberries. 

That’s why I’m a stamp dealer, 

I can bid into the thousands, 

Hold the rare ones in my hand like birds, 

Know the stamps by the feel of papers inks, 

Almost feel the colors, 

The blues 

Fasten your seat belts, 

Today I bid in a stamp for a client 
At ten thousand five hundred, 

That very biplane 

Flying in the upside down forever 
Of my blue distant heaven, 

Flying my young years 
Far as the farthest star sun, 

Near as my heart beat 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, June 1968] 
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WORD NEIGHBOR 


Neighbor talk 

Down a length of waxed corridor 
Twenty stories up. 

Long a teacher of literature, 

He takes a blackboard pointer 
To my green-picked ideas. 

Setting down my bag of groceries, 

I bat out a balloon of my thinking 
Which he bats off down the hall. 

Neighbor always used to mean 
Borrowing a cup of sugar, 

Returning a casserole dish ... 

In the beginning 

What else but the word? 

And when I turn the key in the lock 

To the turning of his key, 

And close the door on his wisdom, 

I see his light in the night. 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, March 1976] 
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YAMICA WARBLER 


Yamica yamicai3 
Yamica warbler 
Whoever heard of Wilson^ 

Name thudding his black cap 
Down on his golden-yellow head 

Business street bird without identity 
When he should be known by his yamica 
Beanie blackberry-bright leaf to leaf 
Yam yam yamica 

[ETC.: A Review of General Semantics, March 1966] 


Yamica. Yamaka or Yarmulke, a black cap worn by Jewish men. 

M Wilson. The Wilson’s warbler has a black crown patch that resembles a 
yarmulke. 
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LAUGHING LUTE 
AND OTHER POEMS 
( 1963 ) 








LAUGHING LUTE 


Round as the globe 

Before planes made it a sat-on melon 
The wrecking-ball swipes at history houses, 

All down the avenue and around the square. 
Some tried to save the laughing house,*5 
Raised thousands, 

But not enough to keep the wrecking-ball 
From another binge. 

Choked with laughter 

The house fell in to red dust. 

In my bed at night 

I smell the fires of old mansions burning, 

Good wood from wrecked houses, 

And I wonder when the wrecking ball 
Will bash in my String Shop 

Where I make and repair stringed instruments. 
A real estate man was shot dead 

In my neighborhood over an eviction notice. 
The police picked up the paper rusty with blood. 

We neighbors called a meeting 
In our tradition-carved neighborhood 
To honor the man called murderer. 

I fast-step over to the Mark Twain house, 

Fast for me, 

Not to kill but to gather wood 
Before the night fires: 

Newel posts of African mahogany, 

Aromatic panels American maple, 

Woods like wind through wheat fields, 

Clouds across far hills, 

Surfed sand 


15 Mark Twain house ... Laughing house. The Hartford setting of the poem 
suggests that the poet might be referring to the home of Dr. Horace Wells, the 
dentist in Hartford who discovered “laughing gas.” 
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I rush back to my String Shop 

Before they can run an expressway through it, 
Fashion the wood of the laughing house into a lute, 
Carve the African mahogany into a sound-hole 
Of bud and flower, 

Finish with a lotus blossom, 

The neck that reaches yet bends backward 
To be lute, 

The back shaped like a pear of Eden orchard, 

A woman’s smooth-corseted behind, 

Strings of silk for flashing tone, 

Inlay mother-of-pearl to dew drops, 

Wood all from the laughing house 
For the laughter of the strings. 

I call it my Mark Twain lute. 
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CHILL OF THE DOLL 


Chill of the doll, 

The doll by the sea — 

My little girl wants the doll 
In the Beach Club by the sea. 

Why won’t I buy her the doll? 

It doesn’t cost very much: 

Just a wooden head in a sunbonnet, 

Dressed in blue calico. 

Chill of black-painted waves parted white, 
Blue-painted stare — 

Why chill? 

Something back there in a gone drawer 
Of dolls put away, 

Something about an ice-shuttered room 
Chill as a sunless sea. 

“Give me the doll, Mama, 

Oh give me the doll!” 

“Why this doll? She’s just a bundle of sticks. 

I’ll buy you one with hair you can wash and curl, 
One with eyes that roll from side to side.” 
“No, I want this little doll. 

She’s from long ago, 

From covered wagons.” 

“She’s death — I didn’t mean that — 

Darling I didn’t mean it.” 

My voice sea-lost after the child 

Crying away from me down the dunes. 

Chill of the black-painted waves, 

The blue-painted stare — 

A doll between us, 

Rift of a white part: 


< 193 > 



Something dread back there 
Down a dusty road, 

Through fields of Queen Anne’s lace, 

White as a part in china-black hair, 

In out of the cricket-singing sun 
To an ice-shuttered room, 

Smell of dying flowers, 

The painted waves blacking my little girl’s summer, 
A country road dusting down the sea, 

A room shuttering the child’s sun, 

Dark-lashing her eyes 

From looking up into my Mother’s face. 

Was it back there 
The sea closed over 
Closed over cold? 

Her child one sun-far day 

Perhaps even her child’s child 
Because of a china head 

Black-painted blue staring, 

Would feel a chill in the sea, 

Chill of the doll 
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YELLOW BONE 


Down, Dido down! 

That bone of his, 

That yellow rubber bone! 

Come in come in. 

Don’t ever be a publicity agent in this town — 
Women screaming at you 

Make me a star make me a star, 

When they’d do better at scrubbing floors, 

My toy poodle here is more of a star. 

Let go, Dido let go that yellow hone. 

My wife screams at me 
For working at home. 

What else can I do 

With my clients aggravating my hypertension 
Round the clock? 

She’ll leave me, 

That’s what she’ll do, 

Pack her baby dolls and scream out the door. 

I don’t give a hooting headline 
About their personal life 
But when they rock in drunk to an audition, 
Make like such nymphomaniacs 
They can’t get up by mid-day — 

Oh my bleeding ulcers! 

Dido here little grey-puff Dido, 

Has the town under his paw, 

No bleeding after a lousy ten per cent, 

That yellow rubber bone is all he wants, 

It’s his life. 

He has life between his teeth. 

Shake hands, Dido shake! 

You don’t have to drop your hone 
To shake hands. 
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Dido proffers a chic clipped paw, 
Nails black polished, 

A blue bow in his softie topknot, 
Growls at the touching of his bone. 
Holds onto his bone, 

His yellow rubber bone 
Holds on for dear life. 


DIPLOMA 

Pure white 

Tied pink for a girl 
My diploma is hard-won 
Unframable 
Better for burning 

Oh I fevered after the curriculum 
Never expected a diploma at first 
Dreaded it later 

Some of my work ghosted against my will 
I wear no cap and gown to my graduation 
Only ashes 

I’d trade my white diploma 

For a baby in a christening dress 
With pink ribbons for a girl 
My diploma is for failure 
Rolled tight and white 
Done up in pink ribbons 
My decree 
Divorce 
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HYACINTH 9 


Hyacinth 9-2430ie 
Flowering number 

In the spring promise of a role 
Hyacinth sweet-scenting 
Sea-purpling rehearsals 
Number of the producer-director 
Top of the telephone list 
Candied-petal topping 
Hyacinth Hyacinth 9 

Hyacinthine voice answering 
Blooming the phone 
With tales of advance sales 
Name audience 
Roses down the aisle 
Purple seas of hyacinth 
Sweet Hyacinth 
9-2430 

Hyacinth clamors 

Whoever heard of a clamoring Hyacinth 
The wire to not from 
His voice petals postponement 

Purples the absence of green-leafing money 
Breathe Hyacinthine assurances 

Hyacinth stinks 
Rots at the roots 
His voice cuddled in sick 

As the show is restrained from opening 
For non-payment of royalties 


is Younger readers may not be aware that city phone numbers once began, and 
were listed, with two letters, such as “MU” for “Murray Hill.” So this number 
would be HY9-2430. “HY” was a Brooklyn telephone exchange. 
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Narcissus Narcissus 9 
Skunk cabbage 9 
Mess of eels 9 
Could kill 9 
Warlock’s wire 

Warlock hiding in the Hyacinth 
Exploding Hyacinth 
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STEAM ROOM 


Steam bellying snorting raging, 

Sweats the naked women in the inner room. 

Bodies sit steam-inferno’d on benches of stone, 
Flesh dry-figged, flapping rubbled, accordioned, 
Arthritic rheumatic calcified, 

Necks goitered, breasts gourding, 

Hands in liverous patches, 

Feet swollen bunioned hammer-toed, 

Bodies mortified among scalding hell flowers 
In gardens not of Greece. 

Seven steam veils can’t scarf this flesh 
Nor vapored globe of light remold. 

Rage, Steam God, snort, roar! 

Breathe these bodies to new being, 

Tremble the white cloud of creation 
Before the globe sun. 


SEA KEY 

A window 

A window by the sea 
Clerk oh clerk 
Give me a key 
To a room with 
A window by the sea 
Give me a key 
A key to the sea 
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WAITING FOR REVIEWS 


Black print black 

Across opening night, 

Could burn gold. 

Party in the theater lounge, 

After, 

Stage lights cooling down from rainbow, 
Nobody’s sure it’s a party: 

Until the reviews, 

About as party as a wait 
In the police station. 

If this is a party 

Who are those men? 

Pinkertons? 

Pourers of concrete? 

At first they don’t belong 

And now they take tight-lipped over, 
The money boys the backers 

Party of bats without radar, 

Hanging to the wall fixtures, 

No party to dance at, 

Food for nervous nibblers. 

None of the actors wait 

Till the black-print last, 

The playwright, director, givers of play life 
Gone with the rainbow lights. 

Mother of the producer 

Waits away from his center, 

There if the words run gold; 

If the words run black .. . 
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Tense as trigger men, 

The money boys 
Wait for reviews 

Phoned in from TV first presses. 

Ticker tape party 

With a mad hatter unavoidable, 

Dow Jones average out of the question, 

Roulette more predictable than the numberless, 
IBM’ers waiting for after words 
From a moon of blue and amber gels, 

Wooden risers painted backdrop, 

Chiffon and the stir of hands, 

To touch off their adding machines, 

Eyes in coin glitter 

Counting-house minds 
Not knowing what to count, 

Until top reviewers hit the street. 

Nobody on the party edges 
Has to read past the money boys’ shoulders 
To the broken egg. 

Faces fall away to ash — 

Party’s over before it begins. 

They hunch out 

Dead out 

To the soft-light night. 
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A LITTLE CHANCE 


Moon dazed 

Circling a mountain of emeralds 
In need of smelling salts 
Over my rubbery little words 

The girl at the accommodation desk 
Almost blacks out 
Waiting on a customer 
Me 

She is reeling like a monkey 
Shot into space 
Blind touches for her pencil 
Her repair tickers 
Lives beyond her cubby-hole 
As the customers line up 
Hands the lady pushing into me 

A paper-weight instead of a shopping bag 
All I said was — 

After showing her my necklace of antique garnets, 
Letting her know what a treasure 

With its dewy red stones from Bohemia, 

And asking to have the stones replaced — 

All I said — 

After she told me It’s very risky 
The fusion of the new stones 
May harm the old setting. — 

All I said to make her hold onto her high-teased hair 
And spin, 

As she asked You mean that? 

You really mean that? 

Do you think I should? 
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And I could only say 

Yes, how else can you live? 

While she staggered at some swift counting of the cost 
All I said was — 

And I’m not responsible for whatever she louses up 
On her own time, 

Because I said little — Said: 

I’m always willing to take a little chance. 
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THIS OLD MAN 


This old man 

Blows winter into Palm Gardens 
Leaning onto the door of the Broadway ballroom. 
The manager steps forward 
To bounce him if he’s a bum, 

Give him some loose change if he’s just old. 

The man won’t take any money 
For confusing the lighted doorway 
With St. Clare’s hospital 
An icy-long block away. 

His eye is bruised shut from some fall. 

A cloth-of-gold girl 

Not quite parted from her thrift-shop mink 
Runs out on splinter heels 
To help him across the ice dangers, 

Down the dark block. 

In the gutted speech 

Of one who has had a stroke, 

He tells how he came from Norway a long time ago, 
Lives in a furnished room alone 
Near the docks of the Hudson 
Where the great ocean liners round the globe 

Out once more in Norway weather 
His step cement-weighted, 

He leans against a car to rest to rest, 

An old tree a strong tree 

To be still standing in the ice and the wind. 
She walks the ice-long block with her father, 
Everyone’s father left back 
In the leap for city towers, 

Tries to strike light with her heel splinters 
Into all the rooms alone 
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YAHOO 


Baa baa black sheep 

Conventioneers crowd our hotel, 

(We think it’s our hotel for sleeping) 

Crowd it like pins on a map, 

Pins from across the states to Atlantic City, 
Exploding pins room to room, 

Cocktail hour to dawn dew, 

Baa baa black sheep 

Liquored lambs 

Yahoo their lost way, 

Whoop up their wife-free, 

Rip a leaf off Bacchus, 

Baa baa baa 

Bottles cross the court 

Giant firecrackers put out the surf’s Come sleep, 
Complaints to the desk 
Bring Convention! What can you do? 

Police? You should see their Benevolent Convention! 
Voices across clamor the night 
Outshout the shouters for quiet, 

Yahoo yahoo 

Out of the shredded night, 

The eye-burn of no sleeping 
Ear-creasing language, 

Brawls broken furniture battered walls — 
Out of Walpurgis, 

Bare stuff for a dawn avoider 
Who balls away from first light, 

A window red with dawn 
Rosier than bottled stuff, 

More startling than their firecrackers: 
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Dawn to the great sighing sea, 

Fire-ball dawn in the red smoke of clouds 
Dawn about the white-burn of the morning star. 

Baa baa black sheep 
Yahoo to you for losing your way, 

For putting a leash on the morning star, 
Tracking in the dawn 
Good morning 
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HELP 


Help help headaches! 

The Park Department has more than rats 
and Dutch elm disease. 

It needs a people spray. 

Worse than vandals making off with Park benches 
and Mother Goose, 

Are the regular customers trying to restore 
behind Park backs, 

Something they call the balance of nature. 

The Ramble meant for semi-wild — 

They fuss up its trees with weird bird-houses, 

Strictly against the rules. 

And they turn the pond area into such a feeding station 
That its bush-and-tree-hung tins 
Look like off-balance stabiles and mobiles. 

Those bird watchers trampling after some dickey bird, 
They constitute unlawful assembly. 

While we’re off keeping the cars happy, 

Plugging up holes in the asphalt, 

What does some crank do but overthrow 
our spanking-fine signs 
That proclaim our road improvements. 

Some try to stop us balding the rocks, 

Cutting down honey locusts, wisteria, and such. 

It’s a police measure so the cops can see what’s up 
Without climbing out of their patrol cars. 

Flowers are not permitted, 

A Park regulation: 

No flowers no pick. 

Some folks make like Johnny Appleseed, 
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Planting bus covers for birds only passing through. 
We came upon a jonquil near the bridle path 
Blooming by its lonesome — 

That’s no wind-wafter accident. 

Somebody’s pulling the Park’s leg. 

Take sunflowers: 

An unknown megalomaniac plants 
the balloon-faced variety. 

We caught a guy in the act of putting dead branches 
Over whatever he had done, 

Found the evidence: 

Yucca seeds, a desert flower — 

So our Park’s a desert, is it, 

To bloom like a confounded rose 
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WORK SONG 


Knee scrub hand rub wring 
Work song of the walls 

Floor boards kitchen sink 
Housework takes your fury 
And asks for more 

Lets you beat the hell out of whoever 
Power of Niagara 
Control of calipers 

Housework satisfying as an oak 
The rowing of a boat 

Sure feel of the broom 
It’s slippery out there 
When you run in from the dinge 
You can shake you can pour 

The cleansers detergents germicides 
Whip up a bubble-pie of suds 

As if washing out a lot of mouths 
You can give the wood a glow 
The silver a shine 
Copper a fire 

Song the work song of the spread cloth 
The smoothed sheet 
Vacuum cleaner talking sense 
Kick a few teeth in 
Cut the grease 

Dust the world scrape it run it down 
Put everything to rights 
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LAKE OF NO DRINKING 


Latter day wonder 

Of the lake Onondaga 
Where no fish flash scale, 

No one can drink 
No one swim. 

No forests green-whisper, 

Lake of the Iroquois, 

Held in their respect 

Until the soda-ash works. 

Lake of the dead, 

Late-day splendored, 

Ziggurats to Marduk 

By waters ungreened, unforested, 
Sludge solidified to white cliffs 
In the blues of sky and cloud, 
Rose-mallow sunset purpling to dusk 

Gleaming garbage pail 
Leaping blue crystals, 

Lake of the dead, 

Lake of no drinking 
White fossiled cliffs from vanished seas, 
White dust of cities 
Long gone to jackals. 

No grass-grown ruins 
No grass grows 

By the lake of the Solvay process 
Far from Onondaga. 
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ABOUT TO BE 


Lambs about to be 

White as kitchen enamel, 

About to be 

White as Christmas snow 
Lambs for the Nativity 

About to blaze dark crime streets, 

To shine the star of Bethlehem, 

Scent the winds of winter with pine boughs. 
Gang boys — Young Dragons, Sportsmen, Dukes, 
From warring turfs, 

Tenderly set the lambs in the gutter, 

Hose them from the hydrant 
They roared loose in the summer 
To a riot against the cops 

Trying to cap its roaring coolness, 

Hose them white, 

White as Christmas snow. 
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TO SEE AND I SAW 


I hiked up to the Park 
To see the birds 

And I saw some birds on Bleecker Street: 

Warblers jewel the park breeze 
Kinglets are flying through 
With ruby crowns and gold. 

I hiked up to see the birds 

And I saw a featherless crowd 
Behind a police barrier 

The block roped off to CRIME SEARCH AREA. 
I hiked to hear the hermit thrush 
The catbird and the thrasher 
A parula singing 
And I heard 

How the gyping owner of a coffee house 
Had just been shot three times 
By a folk singer. 

I hiked up to see the flying-through 
And stopped off to see 
Something for the birds. 
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AND I SAW 


I started out to see the Mona Lisan 
And I saw 

A city papered with Monas 
Fashion-windowed 

WEAR MONA LISA GOLD LISA GREEN 
Mona winks from out greeting cards 
Composes herself for art-department sales 
Gets in on a plaid-stamp deal 
I started out to see the Mona Lisa 
And I saw 

How Mona Lisa marches people up Fifth Avenue 
A ten-block line breathing frost-breaths 
Vendors making a fair of her 

Carts in a ring-toss of salty pretzels 
Baby buggies in the blue smoke 
Of chestnuts roasting on rosy coals 
Wind-shuddered balloons balling winter light 
I walked up the stone steps 
And I saw 

The waters of the red sea part 

As guards held hands against the back and forth 
Letting the Mona-Lisettes pass over 
To the promised smile 
Their allotted seconds before the original 
I started out to see the Mona Lisa 
And smiled 


17 Leonardo da Vinci’s Mona Lisa was on display in New York City from 
February through March 1963, after a month in Washington, D.C. 


< 213 > 



MANY SUNS 


Many suns scrub the deck 
Of the Cambrai 
Many suns tide the trawler 
Slammed by a hurricane 
Into the oil muck 

Of the Coney Canal 18 cut in from the bay-start of sea. 
Suns of its first listing 

Shinnied the Christmas-green sides 
Slid down the varnished bridge 
Spun the wheel 

Subway people on their way to the thrill rides 
Stare down at the mucking green 
By the gas-house 
To the feel of the sea 

Down to the sea in ships 

Climb with the sun about about the decks of the Cambrai 
Roll into the cabin 
Walk the bridge 

The Cambrai heaves deeper into the green-black ooze 
Green paint blues the rotting sides 
New suns have a harder time spelling out Cambrai 
The climb the slide 
Becomes a loll 

The trawler cracks at the hull 
Its bridge splinters 
But still the form of Cambrai 
Settling many suns 


i* Coney Island Creek in Bensonhurst, Brooklyn, is a waterway that was clogged 
with more than two dozen wrecked and ruined ships. Up through the 1950s, 
children played and fished from the wrecks that were still above water. 
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WINTER LIGHT - SEA AND CITY 

Winter light the sea kicks back 

Gets along with the skyscraper city. 
Winter light warms office stone, 

Hard glitters the sand grains 

Icing last summer’s broken glass 
Among the rusted beer cans, 

Curls up like a cat on the city rug. 
Wind-ribbed sand has no foot scoops 
To take puddles of gold. 

Winter light that softs the shopping street, 
Hard-brooms the sea, 

Sun losing strength to support its people 
Has dropped them to caves below, 

But it will red soon 

Just to show it’s still boss. 

Late afternoon light 

Old-golds window columns, 

Brights faces in the clear of street corners 
While all the sunners, 

Their picnic hampers, 

Towels and sunbrellas, 

Their beach bags and their portables, 
Are hard-twisted bulbs under the sand ribs, 
Waiting for a warm yellow rain of light 
To spring up summer. 

Light the sea has washed down to grey-gold, 
Recedes to the speed of sound 
Humming the empty, 

The sun of it a slow-melt glacier. 
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RED 


Where is the redhead 
Where-0 

Redhead from the emerald isle 
Fresh from bog-trotting 
To elevator run 
Clover luck of a new job 
In the curtain-wall city 
But the faces the worry-burl faces 
Down the grey-flannel street! 
When he gets them into his car 
He word-chucks under the chin 
Blooms a few to laughter 
Where is the redhead 
Where-0 
Within a week 

The drilling hammering 
Shaft gaping after an automatic 
Fresh off the boat 
Fresh out of here 
Where is the redhead 
Where-0 
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NUMBER ONE 


His number tops the phone list 
Bites in deeper than the rest 
With lead of rainbow grey 
A number to lean into year after 
Number one number, 

Till the wire pours molten into my ear 
Screams skewer the brain 
Even with the receiver held an arm away. 

Cord in mighty wrench, 

Receiver bashed against the phone-box 
In double fury 
Each bangs down 
In double try 
Lifts to the dial tone 
Bangs lifts 
To the last gunshot. 

The address book opens 
To its top number. 

Crossed out it dances 
Erased it leaves picnic scraps 
Scissored it incises the page beneath 
In numbers white-clear enough to call, 
Written over black 
It dents the new number one. 
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MAKE ME A DRESS, FATHER 

Stitch stitch stitch and stitch 

Her daddy makes two-ninety-eight dresses 
That cheap-stitch her 

To a tower in the Hotel Pierre, 

His gift to life sleazy bolts, 

Raggy seams rotten thread, 

Mink and motor-car profit 
From a fall-apart dress, 

Gives of his worst to get the best. 

His daughter won’t wear his dresses. 

She’d rather go naked. 

Stitch stitch cheap stitch 

Sewing her into silks and sequins, 

Dresses by name designers. 

Daddy, dear daddy, 

Make me a costume for the play I’m in — 

Floats and floats of lilac chiffon 
Sewn with rainbow beads. 

No, daughter, no. 

My machines are not set up for it. 

My designers don’t know how. 

At what I pay them, 

The cost would be too great. 

Go out and buy a dress. 
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ABOUT THIS BOOK 


The body type for this book is Aldine, designed by Hermann Zapf to 
complement his earlier typeface Palatino. Aldine is named after Aldus 
Manutius, the great Renaissance humanist printer and publisher, who 
based his font designs on letterforms from Roman stone carvings. Titles 
are set in variants of Franklin Gothic, one of the great classic display faces 
of the early 20 th Century. When this face was designed by Morris Fuller 
Benton in 1902, the term “Gothic” was used to describe modern-looking 
sans-serif typefaces, quite contrary to today’s conception of “Gothic.” 
Although the face has had many competitors, and faded from view between 
the two World Wars, its use resurged in the 1940s. Its distinctive letter- 
forms and legibility kept it in type catalogs through the phototypesetting 
era and well into the digital era. Since it was a “hot metal” font originally, 
it also blends well with the urban cityscape engravings chosen for the cover. 
American wood engraver John DePol (1913-2004) consented to have details 
from four of his engravings used as covers for this series. DePol grew up 
in Greenwich Village and drew locales around Emilie Glen’s Barrow Street 
residence since his childhood. 
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